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The Comicall Hiftory of the Mer- 

chant of Venice. 



Enter tsiitthonio, Salarim, and Sdrwie. 




N footh I know not why I am fo fid. 

It wearies me, you fay it wearies you; 

But how I caught it,round it, or came by it 
What ftuffe tis made of, whereof it is borne 
I am to learne : 

And fuch a want-wit fadnefle makes of me. 

That I have much adoe to know my felfe. 

Sal at. Y our mind is toiling on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofies with portly iayle. 

Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the flood. 

Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, 

Doe over-peere the pettie-traffiquers. 

That courfie to them doc them reverence. 

As they flic by them with their woven wings. 

SaUn, Beleeve me fir, had I fuch venture forth. 

The better part of my affedions would 
Be with my hopes abroad, -frlhould be ftill 
Plucking the graffe to know where fits the winde. 

Pry i ng in Maps for Ports, and Peeres,and Rodcs : 

And every objed that might make me feare 
Mii-fortunes to my ventures, out of doubt 
W ould make me fad. 

SaUr. My wind cooling my broth, 

Wouid blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
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I’o k l£f^ licr fcuriall j fhould I goa to Church, 

And fee the holy edifice of ftooe, 

And not bethinke me ftraight of dangerous rocks, , 
Which touching but my gentle Veffeis fidei 
Would fcattcr all her fpices on the ftreame,- 
Fnroabe the roaring water with my filkes, 

\ A n d in a word, but .even now worth this. 

And now worth nothing. Shall I have the thought • 
Tothinke on this, and (hall I lacke the thought 
That fuch a thing bechanc’d would make me fad ? 

But tell not me, I know ^fitthonio 

Is fad tothinke upon his merchandize. . 

Afith. Belecve mc-no, I thanke my fortune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottome trufted. 

Nor to one -place ; nor is my whole eftate 
Ypon the fortune of this prelent yeare . 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sala. Why then you are in love. A»th. Fie, fie. 

Sal’ Not in love neither : then let us fay you are fad 
Bccaufe you are not merry ; and t were as eafie 
For you to laugh and leaps, and fay you are merry 
Became you arc not fad . Now by two-headed Ianus, 
Nature hath fram’d ftrangefellowes inher time : 

Some that will evermore pcepe through their cyes. 

And laugh like Parrats at a Pagpiper . 

, And other of fuch Yineger afpetf. 

That they’l not (hew their teeth in way of lmile, 
Though Nefior fweare the jeft be laughable. 

Enter BaffanioiLorettfo, and (Jratiano. 

Sala. Here comes Bafanio your moft noble kinfman, 
qratiano,md Lorenfo. Fare ye well, 

We leave you now with better company . 

S$lan. I would have ftaid till I had made you merry. 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Antb, Your worth is very dearc in my regard, 

I take it your ownebufineffc calls on you. 

And you embrace th’occafion to depart. 

Solar, Good morrow my good Lords, 

■ 
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Tlatf. Good figniors both, when (hall we laugh ? fay, when 
You crow exceeding ftrange s muft it be fo ? 

Sal. Wcelc make our ley fares to attend on yours. 

Excttnt Salarino, and Salmio, 

Lor. My Lord Bafanio, fince you have found Anthonto, 

We two will leave you, but atdinner time 
I pray you have in mi tide vvherevve muft meete. 

Baf I will not failcyou. 

Cra. You fooke not well fignior vAntbmio, 

You have too much refpedt upon the world : 

They loofe it that doc buy it with much care, 

Beleeve me you are mervelloufly chang’d. 

lAnt . I hold the world but as the world, Grataino, 

A ftage, where every man muft play a part, 

And mine a fad one. 

Grat. Let me play the foole. 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinckes come. 

And let my liver rather hcate with wine 
Then my heart coole with mortifying groanes. 

Why fhould a man whofe blood is warmc within, 

Sit like his Grandfire, cut in Alablafter : 

Sleepe when he wakes ? and creepe into thelaundics 
By being peevifh ? I tell thee what tAnthonio, 

I love thee, and tis my love that (pcakes : 

There arc a fort of men whole vifages 
Doe creame and mantle like a ftanding Pond, 

And doe a wilfullftilneffeentertaine, 

W ith purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
Ofvvifdome, gravitie, profound eonceir. 

As who fhould (ay, J am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no doggebarke, . 

O my ^Anthonie I doe know ofthefe • 

That therefore onely are reputed wife 

For faying nothing ; when I am very fure . • 

If they fhould fpeakc, would almoft dant thofe eares. 

Which hearing them would call their brothers fooles, 
lie tell thee more of this another time. 

But fi(h not with this melancholy baite 

A 3 



i s 



The Comic all H iforie of 

-For this foole Gudgin,this Opinion : 

Come good Loretfo , fare ye well awhile. 

He end my Exhortation after dinner. 

Loren. Well, we will leave you then till dinner time. 

I muft be one of thefe fame dumbe wife men. 

For Gratimo never lets mefpeake. 

Gra. Well, keepe ms company but two yeares moe. 

Thou (bait not know the found of thine ownetongue. 

Ant. Fare you well,Ilegro w a talker for this gearc. 

gra. Thanksyfaith, for filence is onely commendable 

In a neats tongue dried, and a mayd not vendible. Exeunt. 

zsfnt. It is that any thing now. 

Baff. Cjratiano fpeakes an infinite deale of nothing more then 
any man in all Venice ; his reafons are as two graines of wheat hid 
in twobufhds of chaffs: you fhal feekeall day ere you find them, 
and when you have them, they are. not worth the fearch. 

Ant. Well, tel 1 me no wvvhat Lady is the fame. 

To whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage. 

That you to day promis’d to tell me of. 

Baff. Tis not unknowne to you t/Snthonio, 

How much I have disabled mine eftate, 

By fomething fhowing a morefwelling port. 

Than my faint meanes would grant continuance : 

Nor doe I now make moane to be abridg’d 
From fiich a noble rate, but my chiefecare 
Is to ep'me faircly off from the great debts. 

Wherein my time fomething too prodigall 
Hath left me gag’d : to you Anthonio t 
I owe the moft in money and in love. 

And from your love I have a warrantic 
To. unburthen all my plots and purpofes. 

How to getcleareof all the debts I owe. 

Ant, I pray you good Baffamo let me know it. 

And if it Hand as you your lelfe dill doe, 

W ithin the eye of honour, be affur’d. 

My purfe, my psrfon, my extreameft meanes 
Lyeall unlockt to your occafions. 

B aff, , In my Schoole daics,when I had loft one Draft, 

I ihot- 
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I foot his fellow of the fclfe fame flight 
The felfe fame way, with more advifed watch, 

To find the other forth, and by adventuring both, 

I oft found both : I urge this child-hood proofe, 
Becaufe what followes is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and like a wilful! youth 
That vvhichl owe is loft; but if you pleafe 
To fhoot another arrow that felfe way 
W hich you did fhoot the firft, I doe not doubt. 

As I will watch theayme, or to find both, 

Or bring your latter hazzard backeagaine. 

And thankefully reft debter for the firft. 

An. Y ou know me well, and herein fpend but time 
To winde about my love with circumfbnce. 

And out ofdoubtyou do me now more wrong 
Jn making queftion of my uttermoft 
Then if you had made waft ofall J have : 

Then doe but fay to me what I Ihould doe 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 

And I am preft unto if : therefore fpeakc. 

Baff. In Belmont is a Lady richly left. 

And fhc is fairc, and fairer then that word. 

Of wondrous vertues; fometimes from her -eyes 
I did receive fairefpeechlcffe meffages : 

Her name is Portia, nothing Undervallew’d 
To Catos daughter, Brutus Portia , 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth, 

For the fourc winds blow in from every coaft 
Reno wned Tutors, and her funny locks 

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece. 

Which makes her fat of Belmont Cholchos ftrond. 
And many lafons come in queft of her. 

0 my lAnthonio, had I but the meanes 
To hold a rivall place with one of them, 

1 have a minde prefages me fuch thrift 
That I fhould queftionleffe be fortunate. 

A nth. Thou knowft that all my fortunes are at fea. 
Neither have I money, nor commoditic 
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To raife a prefect lumme ; therefore goe forth, 

Trie what my credit can in V> enice doe, 

That {hall berackt even to the utter moft. 

To furnifhthee to Belmomt to faire Portia. 

Goe presently enquire, and fo will I, 

Where money is, and I no queftion make 

To have it of my truft, or for my fake. Exeunt. 

Enter Portia with her wating-woman Tierrifa. 



Tor. By my troth Tierrifa, my little body is aweary of this 

sreat world. , , r . r • 

Tier. You would bc,fweet Madam, if your miferies were in 
the fame aboundance as your good fortunes are : and yet rot ought 
I fee they are as fick that forfeit with too much,as they that Itarve 
with nothing ; it is no meane happines therefore to be featedm 
the meane, fuperfluitie comes fooner by white haires, but cooipc- 
tencie lives longer. . 

per. Good fentences, and well pronoutic d. 

Tier. They wouldbe better if well follow a. 

Tor 1 f to do were as eafie as to know what were good to do, 
Chappels had beene Churches, and poore mens cottages Princes 
Pallaces, it is a good divinethat followes his owne lnltructions, 
can eafier teach twenty what were good to be done,then to be one 
of the twenty to follow mine own teaching : the brame may de- 
vife la wes for the blood, but a hote temper leapes ore a cold de- 
cree, foch a hare is madnes the youth, to skip ore the me foes o 
good counfell the cripple • butthis reafoning is not in the fafoion 
fo choofe me a husband, 6 mec the word choofe, Imaynather 
choofe who I would,nor refufe who I difoke,fo is the wil ofa ly- 
ving daughter curbd by the will of a dead father : is it not har 
NcrriQa, that I cannot choofe one, nor refufe none , • 

Ner. Your Father was ever vertuous, and holy men at the 

death have good infpirations, therefore the lottry that e la i 

vita i“ the! three chcfts of gold, fflvcr, and lade, vrtcrcofwta 

choofe hi, meaning choofe, you, will no doubt never becho „« 
by any rightly, but one who you (hall rightly low : • 1 
warmth is there in your affection towards any of thef / 

filters that are already come ? o 9„ r . 
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Ter. 1 pray thee over-name them, andas thou natneft them, I 
will deferibe them, and according to my defection, levellat 
my affection. 

Tier. Firft there is the Tieopolttane Prince - 

<p 0 r. I , that's a colt indeed , for he doth nothing but talke ot 
his horfe, and he makes it a great appropriation to his owne good 
parts, that he can foooe him himfelfe : I am much afear’d my La- 
die his mother plaid falfe with a Smith. 

Ner. Then is there the Countie T dentine. 

Tor. He doth nothing but frowne (as who fhould fay, and you 
will not have me, choofe; he hearcs merry tales and fmilcs not; I 
feare hce will prove the weeping Philofopher when hee gro wes 
old, being fo full of unmannerly fadneffe in his youth.) I had ra- 
ther be married to a Deathf-head with a bone in his mouth , than 
to either of thefe : God defend me from thefetwo. 

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord, Mounfier Le Boune t 

Tor . God made him, and therefore let him pafife for a man, in 
truth I know it is a fin to be a mocker , but hce , why hce hath a 
horfe better than the Neapolitans, a better bad habite of frowning 
than the Count Valentine, he is every man in no man ; if a Traflell 
fing, he ftraight fals a capering; he will fence with his owne foa- 
dow. If I foould marry him, I foould marry twenty husbands : 
if he would defpife me , I would forgive him ; for if he love me 
to madneffe, I foall never requite him. 

Tier. What fay you then to Fanconbridge , the young Baron 
of England t 

For. You know I fay nothing to him , for he underftands not 
me,tior I him: he hath neither Latine, French, nor Italian, and you 
wil 1 come into the Court , and fweare that I have a poore penny- 
worth in the Englifo : he is a proper mans pidlure, but alas, who 
can converfe with a dumbe Ihow ? how odly he is futed, I thinke 
he bought his doublet in Italy, his round hofe in France , his bon- 
net in Germa»ie,md his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What thinke you of the Scottifh Lord his neighbour ? 

For. That he hath a neighbourly charitie in him , for he bor- 
rowed a box of the eare of the Englifhman , and fwore he would 
pay him againc when he was able : I thinke the Frenchman be- 
came his Suretie , and feal’d under for another. 



T be CotnUaU ftiftcrie of 

Ner. Ho w like you theyourig Germa ine, the Duke of Saxo- 
nies nephew? 

Por. Very vildly in the morning when bee is fober, andmoflr 
vidcly in the afternoone when he is drunke : when he is beft,hc is 
a little worfe then a man, and when he is worft he is iittle better 
then a beaft, and the worft fall that ever fell, I hope I fliaU make 
fhift to goe without him. 

Ner, if he fhould offer to choofe, and choofe the right Casket, 
you fhould refufe to performe your Fathers will, if you fhould 
refufc to accept him. 

Por. Therefore for feare of the worft, I pray thee fet a deepe 
glafle of Reynifhwine on the contrary Casket, for ifthc Devill 
be withinj and that temptation without, I know he will choofe 
it. I will doe any thing Netrijfa ere I wil be married to a fpunge. 

Ner, You neede not feare Lady the having any ofthefe Lords, 
they have acquainted me w ith their determinations, which is in- 
deed to returne to their home, and to trouble you with no more 
fute, unlefle you may. be wonne by fomc other fort then your Fa- 
thers impofition, depending on the Caskets. 

Per. If I live to be old as Sibilla , I willdie as'chafte as Diana, 
unlefle I be obtained by the manner of my Fathers wilhlam glad 
this parcell of woers are fo reafonable,for there is not oneamong 
them but I doat on his very abfence : and J pray God grant them 
a faire departure. 

Ner. Doe you not remember Lady, in your Fathers time, a Ve- 
netian^ Schollcr and a Souldier that came hither in company of 
the Marqueflc of Mountferrat? 

Por. Yes, yes, it was ^jf<j«w,as I thinkefowas he call’d. 

Ner. True Madam, he of all the men that ever my foolilheics 
look’d upon, was the beft deferving a faire Ladie. 

Por. I remember him wel, & I remember him worthy of thy 
How now, what riewes ? (praife. 

Enter a Servingman. 

Ser. The fourc ftrangers leeke for you Madam, to take their 
leave : and there is a fore-runner come from a fifr, the Prince of 
Maroco , who brings word the Prince his Mafter will be here to 
night. 

Per, If I could bid the fife welcome with fo good heart as l 
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can bid the other foure farewell, I fhould beg/ad ofhis approach: 
jfhehavethe condition ofa Saint, and thecomplcxion or a Devil, 

I had rather he fhould lhrive me then wive me. Come T^errifa, 
firra goe before : whiles we ihut the gate upon one wooer, ano- 
ther knocks at the doorc. . Exeunt, 

Enter Baf an to with Shtlockgthe lew • 

Shy. Three thoufand Ducates, well . 

Baf, I fir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months, well. 

Taf, For the which as I told you, Anthonio fliall be bound. 

Shy. Anthonio lhall be come bound, well, r 

Baf. May you fted me ? Will youpleafure mc ? 

Shall Tknow your anfwcr. 

Shy, Three thoufand Ducats for three months, 
and tsinihonio bound . 

Bafi Your anfwer to that, Shy . Anthonio is a good man. 

Baf. Haveyou heard any imputation to thcconfrary. 

Shy. Ho no, no, no, no : my meaning in fay ing hee is a good 
man, is to have you underftand mce that hee is fufficient, yet his 
meancs are in fuppoficion : he hath an Argofie bound to Tripolis, 
another to the Indies, I underftand moreover upon the Ryalta, hee 
hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, and other ventures 
he hath fquandred abroad, but Ships are but boardes, Saylcrs but 
men, there be land Rats, and water Rats, water Theeves, and 
land Theeves, I meane Pyrats, and then there is the periil of wa- 
ters, vvindes, and Rockes : the man is notwithftanding fuftici- 
entj three thoufand Ducats, I thinke I may take his bond. 

Baf. Be aflur’d you may. 

lew. I will be aflur’d I may : and that I may be aflur’d, I will 
bethinke me, may I fpeake with Anthonio 1 
*Baf. If it pleafe you to dine with us. 
lew. Yes, to fmell Porke, to eatc of the habitation which yout 
Prophet thcNazarit conjured thedevil into; I. wil buy with you, 
fell with you,ta]kc with you,walke with you,and fo following: 
w hl not cate with you,drinke with you, nor pray with you. 
What newes on the Rialto, who is he comes heere ? 

Eaf. This is Cignioc Anthonio. Enter ^Anthonio. 

lew. How like a fawning publican he lookes. 
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I hate him , for he is a Chriftian : 

But more , for that in low fimplicitie 
He lends out money gratis , and brings do wnc 
The rate of ufance here withrus in Venice. 

If I cati catch him once upon the hip , 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I'beare him. 

He hates our facred Nation ,. and he railes , 

Even there where Merchants raoft doe congregate , 

On. me, my bargaines , and my well- won thrift. 

Which he cals Intereft : Gurfodbe my Tribe 
If I forgive him. Bajf. Shylocke , doe you heare ? 

Shyl. I am debating of my prefeit ftore. 

And by the neere guefle of. my. memorie, 

I cannot inftantly raife up the groffe 
Of full three thoufand Ducats : what of that ? 

Tteball a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furnifh me j but foft,.how many months 
Doc you defire ?• Reft you faire good Signior , 

Your worfhip was the laft man in our mouthes. 

tAnt. Shylocke, albeit I neither lend nor borrow, 

By taking nor by giving of excefle. 

Yet to fupply the ripe wants of my friend , 
lie breake a cuftome : is he yet poffeft; 

How much ye would ?• Shyl. I, I, three th'ouiand ducats 
oAnt. And for three months. 

Shyl. I had forgot, three months, you told me fo. 

W ell then, your Bond : and let me fee, but heare y ou , 

Me thought you faid , you neither lend nor borrow 
Vpon advantage. Ant. I doc never ufe it. 

Shyl. When lacob graz’d his Vncle Labans Sheepe, - 
This lacob from our holy iAbram was 
( As his wife Mother wrought in his behalfe ) 

The third Pofleffor j I , hee was the third, 

oAm. And what of him , did he take Intereft ? 

Shyl. No, not take Intereft, not as you would fay 
Direftly Intereft ; marke what lacob did . 

When Laban aim hnnfeife was compremiz’d , 

JhataU die Eunelings yyhich were ftreak’t and pied ’ 
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Should fall as Jacobs hire , the Ewes being rankc 
In end of Autumne, turned to the Rammesj 
And when the worke of generation was 
Betweenc thefe woolly breeders in the a# , 

The skilful! Shepherd py I’d me certaine wands ; 

And in the doing of the deed of kinde , 

He ftucke them up before the fulfome Ewes , 

Who then conceaving , did in eaning time 

Fall party-colour’d Lambs, and thofe were lacob t. 

This was a way to thrive, and he Was bleft : 

And thrift is Blefting , if men ftcalc it not. 

t/int. This was a venture Sir, that lacob ferv’d for, 
A thing not in his power t© bring to pafle , 
Butfwaidand fafliion’d by the hand of heaven. 

Was this inferted to make Intereft good ; 

Or is your gold and filver, Ewes and Rammcs ? 

Shyl. I cannot tell , I make it breed as faft ; 

But note mee Signior. 

tAnt. Marke you this, Tafanio, 

The Devill can cite Scripture for his purpofe ; 

An evill foule producing holy vvitneffe, 

Is like a villaine with afmiling cheeke, 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 

O what a goodly out-fide Fallhood hath ! 

Shyl. Three thoufand Ducats, ’tis a good round Sum 
Three months from twelve, then let me fee the rate. 
Ant. W ell Shylocke, {hall we be beholding to you ? 
Shyl. Signior Anthonio, many a time and oft. 

In the Ryalto , you have rated mee 
About my monies and my ulances , 

Still hatfe I borne it with a patient flhrug: 

( For fuffrance is the badge of all our Tribe ) 

You call me mif-beleevcr , cut-throat dog , 

And fpet upon my Jewiflh gaberdine. 

And all for ufe of that which is mine owne. 

W ell then , it now appeares you need my helps s 
Goe to then, you • ome to me, and you fay , 

Shylocke, we woulu have monies, -you fay fo ; 

B 3 
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You that did voyd your rhumc upon my beard. 

And foot me as you fpurne a ftranger c urre 
Over your threshold : moneyes is your fute ; 

What fhould I fay to you ? Should I not fay. 

Hatha Dog money ? is it poflible, 

A Curre can lend three thoufand Ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bond-mans key, 

With bated breath, and whifpcring humbleneffe 
Say this : Faire fir, you fpet on me on Wcdncfday laft. 

You fpurn’d me fuch a day another time. 

You call’d me Dogge: and for thefe curtefies 
lie lend you thus much moneyes. 

Ant. I am as like to call thee fo againe. 

To fpet on the againe, to fpurne thee to. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends : for when did friendfhip take 
A breed for barren mettall of his friend ? 

But lend it rather to thine Enemy, 

Who if hec breake, thou may ft with better face 
Exadt the penalty. Shy. Why looke you how you ftorme, 

I would be friends with you, and have your love. 

Forget the lhames that you have ftain’a me with. 

Supply your prefent wants , and take no doy t 
Of Vfance for my moneyes, and youle not heare me : 

This is kind I offer. Ant. This were kindneft 
Shy. This kindnefle will I fhew : 

Goc with mee to a Notarie, fcale me there 
Your fingle Bond, and in a merry fport. 

If you repay me not on fuch a day. 

In fuch a place, fuch fummeor fummes as are 
Expreft in the Condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an cquall pound 
Of your faire flefh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleafeth me. 

Ant. Content infaith, lie feale to fuch a Bond 
And fay there is much kindnefle in the ]ew. 

Baff. Y ou lhall not feale to fuch a Bond for me. 

He rather dwell in my neceffitie. 

Why 
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t/fnt. Why fearc not man, I will not forfeit it : 

Within thefe two months, that’s a month before 
This Bond expires, I doe expe<ft returne 
Of thrice three times the value of this Bond. 

Shy. O father ^4 hr am, what thefe CBriftians are, 

Whofe 0 wne hard dealings teaches them fufpeft 
The thoughts of others Pray you tell me this. 

If he ffiould breake his day, what fhould I gaine 
By the exaffion of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of mans flefh taken from a man. 

Is not fo eftimable, profitable neither. 

As flefh of Muttons, Beefes, or Goates; I fay. 

To buy his favour,! extend this friendfhip: 

If he will take it,fo, if not ,adiew. 

And for my love Ipray you wrong me not. 

isfnt. Yes Shyloc\e, I will fealeuntothis Bond. 

Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notaries, 

Give him direction for this merry Bond, 

And I will goe and purfe the Ducats ftrait, 

See to my houfe left in the fearefull guard 

Of an unthriftie knave, and prefently 

lie be with you. Exit. Ant . Hie thee gentlejew. 

The Hebrew will turne Chriftian, hegrowes kinde. 

B *ti • 1 like uot faire termes, and a villaines minde. 

Ant, Come on, in this there can be no diftnay. 

My fhips come homea month before the day. Exeunt. 

Enter Motochus } a tawny Moore all in white, and three or f cure 
followers accordingly , with Portia,Nerriffa,(^ their traine. 



Utter cc. Miflike me not for my Complexion, . 
Tne lhadowcd Livery of the burnifht Sunne, 

To whom I am a neighbour, and neere bred. 

Sl! 1§ ^ c ; th , e % reft Creature North- ward borne, 

VV here 7hahm fire fcarce thawes the yficles, 
nd let us make incifion for your love 
To prove whofe blood is reddeft, his or mine. 

I tell thee Lady, this afped of mine 

at ^ valiantj (by my Love I fweare) 







I 
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The bcft regarded Virgins of our Clime 
Have lov'd it too 1 would not change this hue , 

Except to fteale your thoughts , my gentle Queenc. 

Tor. In terme^of choife , J am not folcly led 
By nice dire&ion of a Maidens eyes : 

Befides , the Lotterie of my Deftinie 
Bars me the right of voluntary choofing. 

But if my father had not learned mee , 

And hedg’d me by his vvit , to yeeld my felfc 
His wife, who wins me by that meanes I told you ; 

( Your felfe (renowned Prince) then flood as faire 
As any commer I have look’d on yet. 

For my afFe&ion. Mor. Even for that I thank you, 
Therefore I pray you leade me to the Caskets 
To try my fortune : By this Symitare 
That flew the Sophy , and a Perfian Prince, 

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman • 

I would ore- flare the fterneft eyes that Iooke , 

Out-brave the Heart moft daring on the earth , 

Plucke the young fucking Cubs from the fhe-Bcarcf 
Yea , mock the Lyon when a rores for pray. 

To win the Lady. But alas , the while 
If Hercules and Lychas play at dice. 

Which is the better man , the greater throw 
May turneby fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is eAlcides beaten by his rage , 

And fo may I, blind Fortune leading me, 

Miffe that which one un worthier may attaine. 

And die with grieving. Tor. You muft take your chance, 

And cither not attempt to choofe at all , 

Or fweare before you choofe, if you choofe wrong , 

Never to fpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage ; therefore be advis’d. 

c Mor. Nor will.not, come, bring me unto my chance. 
Por. Firft, forward to the Temple, after dinner 
Your hazzard fhall be made. 
t&ier. Good fortuftetben, 

To make me bleft or curfcdft amongft men. Exeunt. 
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Enter the Clowne along, 

flowne. Certainly, my confidence wiil ferve'me to runne from 
this Iewe my Mailer : the fiend is at my elbow, and temps me, 
faying to me, Me, Lamcelet Iobbe, good Lance let, or good, lob he, 
or good Lamcelet Iobbe, uie your legges, take the ftart, runne a- 
way; my confidence fayes no , take heede honeft Lamcelet , take 
heede honeft Iobbe, or as afore-lajde honeft Lamcelet Iobbe, doe 
not runne, fcorne running with thy heeles ; well, the moft coragi- 
ous fiend bids me packe,j?4 fayes the fiend, away fayes the fiend, 
for the heavens roufe up a brave minde fayes the fiend, and runne ; 
well, my confidence hanging about thenecke of my heart, fayes 
very wifely to me : my honeft friend Lamcelet being an honeft 
mansfonne, or rather an honeft womans Tonne ; forindeedemy 
Father did fbmething fmacke, fomething grow to ; he had a kind 
oftaftjwelfmy confidence fayes Lamcelet bouge not, bouge fayes 
the fiend, bouge not fayes my confcience ; confidence, fay I, you 
counfell well, fiend,fay I, you counfell well, to be rul’d by ray con- 
ference, I fhould ftay with the Iewe my. Mafter, (who God blefle 
the marke) is a kinde of devill j and to runne away from the lew 
I fhould be ruled by the fiend, who laving your reverence is the 
devill himfclfe : certainly the lew is the very devill incarnation 
and in my confcience, my confcience is but a kinde of hard confer- 
ence, to offer to counfaile nreto ftay with the Iewe, the fiend 
give the more friendly counfaile: I wifi runne fiend, my heeles 
are at your commandement, Twill runne. 

Enter old Cjobbo with a basket. 



gobbo. Mafter young-man , you I pray you, which is the wav 
to mafter Iewes ?■ 

. Lamcelet ill heavens, this is my true begotten Father,who be- 
mg more theu fand blinde, high gravell blinde,knowes me not ; I 

will try confufions with him. 

Gobbo. Mffier young Gentleman, T pray you which is the way 
to Mafter Iewes# * 

Lamcelet Turne up on your right hand at the next turning 
uc at the next turning of all on your left ; marry at the very next 
hetif 11 ^ tUInC n ° uune down indiredlly to the Iewes 






Gobbo. 
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‘ Gob Be Gods footies ’twill be a hard way to hit, can you tell 

me whether one Lameelet that dwels with faun, dwell with him 

^Lameelet. Talke you of young Matter Lameelet, tmrkc mee 
no we, now will I raife the waters ; talke you of youn 5 Matter 

L * Gobbi* ' Ho Mafter fir, but a poore mans ^™ n ^ d hl 4ofbee 
though I fay’t is an honeft exceeding poore man, and God bee 

his father be wta a will, we talk. of,o»g [ 

lather, for braochesoi 

Godforbid, the boy wat the very ftaffe ol m, 
aS SrD«^ooke like acodgcll.or ahoveU poft,a Ha®, or 
a prop : doc ' ? G ? ? tnowe you not youngGentleman,. 

reft his Irulejaliveot 

Gr\lS e Kma«Tb?tod!“kSw you not. 

truth - 

°V- Pray you fir ftand up, I sn. fee you are not Xo»«/« 

- 







the <j\ter chant of Venice. 
mee yburblefling : I am Lamceletyow boy that was, your feme 
that is, your childe that (hall be. 

Gob. I cannot thinke you are my Sonne. 

Lame I know not what I ihall thinke of that j but 1 am 

lamcelfnU Iewes man, and I am fure Mar gene your wife is my 

m °< 5 ^* Her name is Margtrie in deede, ile be fworne,if thou be 
Lameelet , thou art mine owne flelh and blood : Lord worfnipt 
might he be, what a beard haft thou gotjthou haft got more haire 
on thy chinne, then Dobbin my phil-horie has on his taile. 

Lame. It fhould feeme then that Dobbins taile growes back- 
ward. I am fure he had more haire of his taile then I have of my 

face when I laft faw him. , , .. 

Gob. Lord how art thou cnangd : how dolt thou and thy Ma- 
fter agree, I have brought him a prefent ;iiow gree you now ? 

Lame. Well, well, but for mine own part, as l have fet up my 
reft to run away, fo I will not reft till I haverutine Lome ground ; 
my Matter’s a very Iewe, give him a prefent, give him a halter, I 
am familht in his fervice. Y on may tell every finger I have with 
my ribs : Father I am glad you are come, give me your prefent to 
one Mafter B a frame, who indeede gives rare new Ly veries, if I 
ferve not him, I will runne as farre as God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, here comes the man, to him Father, for 1 am a Iewe if I 
lerve the Iewe any longer. 

Enter BaJJamo with a follower or two. 

Taf. You may doe fo,but let it be lb hafted that lupper be rea- 
dy at the fartheft by fiueof the clocke:fee thefe Letters delivered, 
put the Liveries to making, and defire Gratiano to come anone to 
my lodging. 

Lame. To him Father. 

(fob. God blefle your worfhip. 

Bafr. Gramcrcie, wouldft thou ought with me? 

Gob. Heere’s my Sonne fir, a poore boy. 

Launc. Nota poore b<5y fir,but the rich lews man,that would 
fir, as my Father ftiall fpecifie. 

Gob. He bath a great infedion fir, as one would lay to lerve. 

Lam. Indeede the fhorHifid’thc losg is,I ferve the lew, and 
have a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie. 

Ci 'em- 
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Cob. His Matter and he (faving your worlhips reverence) are 
fcarce catercofins. 

Laun. To be briefe, the very truth is, that the lew having done 
me wrong, doth caufe me as ray father being I hope an old man 
fhall frutific unto you. 

Cfob. Ihavcheereadiihof Doves that I would bettow upon 
you worlhip r .and my lute is. 

- . Lam. In very briefe, the fuit is impertinent to my felfe,as your 
worfhip fhall know by this honeft old man, and though Ifay it, 
though old.man, yet poore man my Father, 

Baf. One fpeakefor both,what would you ? 

Laun. Serve r youfir. 

Gob. That is the very defcitt of the matter fir. ; 

Baf. J know thee well, thou haft obtain’d tby fute. 

Shy foe ke thy Matter fpoke with me this day, 

And hath preferd thee, if it bee preferment 
To leave a rich lewes fervice, to become 
The follower of fb poore a Gentleman. 

Cfovme. The old proverb is very well parted between nay Ma- 
tter Skylocke and you fir, you have the grace of God fir, and hec 
hath enough. 

Baf. Thou fpeakft it well ; goe Father with thy Sonne, 
Take-leave of thy old Mafter,and enquire 
My lodging out: give him a Livery 
More gardcd then his fellowes : fee it done. 

Q forme. Father in, I cannot get a fervice, no, 1 have Here a tong 
in my head t well , if any man in Italy have a fayrer table which 
doth offer (to fweare upon a book e, I fhall have good fortune; go 
too, heere’s a fimple lyne of life, heeres a fmall trifle of wives, a- 
las,fifteene wives is nothing a Ieven widdowes and ninemaides 
is a fimple comming in for one man, and then to fcape drowning 
thrice, and to be in pen ill of my iifewith the edge ofafeatherbea 
here are fimple fcapes : well, if Fortune be a woman file’s a good 
wench for this gere : Father come, He take my leave of the lew in 
the twinkling. Exit C lorwe. 

■ Baf. I pray tbec good Leonardo thinke on this, 

, Thefe things being bought and orderly bellowed , 

Returne in haft, for I doe feaft to night 
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My beft efteemd acquaintance, hie, thee goe. 

Leon, My belt endeavours fhall be done herein. Sxit Leon' % 
Enter gratiano. 

Gra. Where’s your Matter ? Leonar. Yonder fir he walked 
Gr ati, Signior Bajfanio. "Baf, gratiano. 

Gra. I have a fuit to you. Baf. You have obtaindilf 
Gra. You muft not deny me, I mutt goe with you to/ h 
Baf. Why then you mutt, but heare me gratiano, 

Thovart to wild, to rude, and bold of voice. 

Parts that become thee happily enough. 

And in fuch eyes as ours appeare not faults: 

But where thou art not known , why there they fiiow 
Something too liberal! j pray thee take paine 
To allav with feme cold drops ofmodeftie 
Thy skipping fpirit, leaft through thy wild behaviour 
I be mifeonftred in the place I goe to. 

And dole my hope. Gra. SignhrBaJfanfo, beare me, 

If I doe not put 00 a fober habite, 

Talke with refpeft, and fweare but now and then, 

Weare prayer bookes in my pocket, looke demurely. 

Nay more, while grace is faying hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, andfigh and fay Amen : 

V fe all the obfervance of civility, 

Like one well ftudied ia a fad oftent 
1 opleafe his Grandam, never cruft me more. 

Baf. V Veil, we fhall fee your bearing. 

Gra. Nay, but I barre to aightj you fhall not ease me 
By what we doe tonight, Baf No, that were pitty, 

I would intreat you rather to put on 

Your boldeft fute of mirth, for we have friends 

2r ent: butfareyou,ve,! ’ 

n .*f ra ' 4.^ to Lorenfo and the reft. 

But we w,H vificyou at fupper time. Exeunt. 

Enter J ejjica and the Clowne 9 

0n f{* Ian ? th ° u , wilt leave my Father fo, 
ur houfe is hell, and thou a merry Deviil, 

C 3 Didft 
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Didft rob it of fome tafte of tedioulhcfle ; 

But fare thee well, there is a Ducatc for thee. 

And Lamcelet , foonc at fupper ftnlt thou fee 
it Lorenfo , who is thy new Matters gueft. 

Give hicn this Letter, doe it fecretly. 

And fa farewell : I would not have my Father 
, See mein talke with thee. 

Clowne. Adiew, teares exhibit my tongue, moft beautifullPa- 
oran, moft fweet Iewe ; if a Chriftian doe not play the Knave and 
get thee, I am much deceived; but adiew, thefc foolifh drops 
doe femething cjrovme my manly fpirit : adiew. Exit. 

Ief. Farewell good Lamcelet. 

Alacke, what heinous finne is it in me 
To be afoam’d to bee my Fathers child. 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners : 6 Lorenfo, 

If thou keepe promife I fhallend this ftrife. 

Become a Chriftian and thy loving wife. Exit. 

Enter Grattano, Lorenfo, Salarjno, and S alanio . 

Loren. Nay, we will flinke away in Supper time, 

Dilguife us at my lodging, and returne all in an houre. 

Grat. W e'haye not made good preparation. 

Salar. We have not fpoke usyet of Torch-bearers. 

Salan. Tis vile unlefle it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in nay minde not undertook e. 

Loren. T is now but foure of clocke, we have two houres » 
To furniftxvs ; friend Lamcelet what’s thenewes. 

Enter Lamcelet. _ ;• 

Lamcelet. And it (hall pleafe yon to breake up this, it fell 
. feeme to fignifie. 

Loren. I know the hand, in faith tis a faire hand. 

And whiter then the paper it writ on . . 

Is the faire hand that writ. Grat. Love, newes in faith. 

Lautsc. By your leave fir. Loren . W hither goeft th° u ’ . 

Lame. Marry fir, to bid myolde Mafter the Iewe to iup to 
night with my new Mafter the Chriftian. 

Loren. Hold here, take this, roll gentle leffica ( 
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I will not faile her, fpeake it privatly. 

Goe Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Maske to night,' 

I am provided of a Torch'bearcr. Exit Clowne. 

Salar. I marry, lie be gone about it flraitc. 

Salan. And fb. will I. 

Loren. Meete me and Grattano , at Gratianos lodging 
Some houre hence. Salar. Tis good we doe fo. {Exit. 

Grat. Was not that Letter from faire leffica. 

Loren. I muft needes tell thee all, fhe hath directed 
How I foall take her from her Fathers houfe, 

W hat gold and j cwels fhe is furnifot with, 

"W hat Pages fute foee hath in readinefle : 

If ere the [ewe her Father come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake, 

And never dare misfortune croffe her foote, 

Vnlefie foe doe it under this excufe. 

That flic is i flue to a faithlefle Iewe : 

Come goe with me, perufe this as thou goeft, 

Faire leffica foall be my Torch- bearer. Exit. 

Enter Iewe and hitman that was the Clowne. 

tliy cyes be thy judge. 

The difference of old Shjlocke and Taffanio ; 

W hat IefficAi thou not gurmandizc 

As thou haft done with me : wha t leffica. 

And fieepe, and friore, and rend apparell out. 

Why lefstcal lay . Clowne. Why Ief sic a. 

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I doe not bid thee call. 

Clow. Your worth; p was wont to tell me, 

I could doe nothing without bidding. 

Enter lefsica-. 

lefsica. Call you? what is your will ? 

My. I am bid forth to fupper lefsica , 

lam nort A y r T S 1 whcrefor * foould I goe ? 

Iam not bid for love, they flatter me, S 

But yet lie goe in hate, to feed upon 

The prodigal! Chriftian. lefsica my girle, 

Leokc t0 m y b°ufe, I am right loth to goe, 

There 
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There is fomeill a brujng towards my reft. 

For I'd id dreame-of money baggs tonight. 

ftmhe. Ibefcech you fir goe, my young Mafter 
doth expe&your reproach. 

Shy. So doe 1 his. Mt r 

Clovcne. And they have confpired together, I will not fay you 
fhall fee’a Maske, but if you doe, then it was not for nothing that 
my nofe fell a bleeding on blacke monday laft, at fixe a clocke ith 
morning, falling out that yeere on afhwenfday was foitre yeare in 
, th’afcernoonc. 

Shy. What are there maskes? heare you me Iejjiea, 

Locke up my doorcs, and when you heare the drumtne, 

And the vile fquealing of the wry-neckt Fiffe, 

Clamber not yon up to the cafements then. 

Nor thruft your head into the publique ftreete. 

To gaze on Chriftian fooles with varnifht faces : 

But flop my houfes cares, I meane my cafements. 

Let not the found of fhallow foppery enter 
My fober houfe. By Iaeobs ftaffe I fweare, 

I have no minde of feafting forth to night : 

But I will goe : goe you before me firra, . . 

Say I will come. Clovone. I will gqe before nr . 

Miftres looke out at window for all this. 

There wil 1 come a Chriftian by 

WiUbeworthaleweseye. , 

Shy. What fayes that foole of Hagars offspring ? ha. 

Ief. His words were farewel 1 miftris, nothing els. 

Shy. The patch is kinde enough, but a huge feeder, 

Snaile* flow in profit, and he fleepesby day 
More then the wilde-Cat : drones hive not with me, 
Therefore I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waft 
His borrowed purfe. W ell Iefftca goe in. 

Perhaps Twill returns immediatly, . , r rcj 

Doe as I bid you, (hut dooresafter you, fall bmde, fait nude. 

A Proverb : never ftale in thriftie minde. Exit. 

Ief. Farewell, and if my fortune be not croft, 

1 have a Father, you a daughter loft. Snih 
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Enter the Mafkers , Cjratiano and Salerino.' 

Gr at. This is the penthoufe under which Lorenfo, 
Defired us to make Hand. Saler. His hourc is almoft paft. 

Gra. And it is marvell he out-d wells his houre. 

For Lovers ever runne before the clocke. 

Saler. O tenne times falter Venue pidgeons flye 
To ftale Loves bonds new made, then they are wont. 

To keepe obliged faith unforfeited. 

Gra. That ever holds: whorifethfromafeaft 
W ith that keene appetite that he fits downe ? 

Where is the horfe that doth untread againe 
His teadious meafures, with the unbatcri fire 
That he did pace them firft : all things that are, 

Are with more fpirit chafed then enjoyd. 

How like a younger, or a prodigal!. 

The skarfed Barke puts from her native Bay, 

Hugg’d and embraced by the ftrumpet wind, 

Ho w like the Prodigall doth ftie returne 
With over-weatherd ribbs and ragged failes, 

Leane, rent, and begger’d by the ftrumpet wind? 

Enter Lorenfo. 

Saler. Heere comes Lorenfo, more of this hereafter. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode. 
Not I, but my affaires, have made you waite : 

When you fhall pleaft to play the theeves for wives, 
lie watch as long for you then : approch. 

Here dwels my Father lew. Hoe, whole within ? 

Tr % Ieffea above. 

* r • ri "° arc y° u? tc ^ me for more certainety , 

Albeit lie fweare that I doe know your tenpue. 

Lor. Lorenfo and thy Love. 

Ief. Lorenfo certaine, and my Love indeed, 

Por who love I fo much ? and now who knowes 
But you Lorenfo , whether I am yours ? 

f°r’ J* eaven ^ thoughts are witnefle that thou art 

T e , , cr . e ^ s C a sker, it is worth the paines, 
am glad tis night you doe not looke on me, 
or I anvniuch afham’d of my exchange : 
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But Love is blind, and Lovers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themfelves commit : 

For if they could, CttpidhiaiMk would blulb, 

To fee me thus tranf-formed to a boy. 

Lor . Defcend, for you muft be my Torch-bearer. 
lef. What, muft I hold a candle to my ftyames ? 

They in themfelves goodfooth arc too too light. 

Why, tis an office of difcovery,Loue , 

And I fhould be obfcur’d. Lor. So arc you fweet, 
Even in the lovely garnifh of a boy ; but come at once, 
Tor the clofe night doth play the runaway. 

And we are ftayd for at Haflanios Feaft. 

lef. I will make faft the doorcs,and guild my fclfc 
With Lome moe ducats, and be with you ftraight. 

Grat. Now by my Hood a Gentile, and no lew. 

Lor. Befhrow me but I love her heartily. 

For fhec is wife, if I can judge of her, 

Andfairc fheeis, if that mine eyes be true, 

And true fhee is, as fhee hath proov’d her fclfe : 

And therefore like her felfc,wife, fayre and true, 

Shall fhe be placed in my conftant foule. Enter I e flic a. 

What, art thou come? on Gentlemen, away. 

Our Masking mates by this time for us ftay, Exit. 
Enter Anth onto. 

Anth. Whofc there? 

Grat. Signior Anthonio l 

Anth. Fie, fie Gratiano, where are all the reft ? 

Tis nine a clocke, our friends all ftay for you: 

No Maske to night, the wind is come about, 

Baflamo prefently will goe abourd. 

I have Lent twenty out to feeke for you. 

Gra. I am glad on’t, I defirc no more delight. 

Then to be under- fayle, and gone tonight. Exeunt. 

Enter Portia with Morocho, and both their trainee. 



Tor. Goe, draw afidc the Curtaines, and difeover 
The feverall Caskets to this noble Prince : 

Now make your choyfe# 



Mor. This 



. 
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tk Uttenhm of Fenice. 

Mor. Thisfirftof gold, who this lafen’ption beare*. 
Who chttftth me, flail gaim what many mem defire. 

The fecond Silver, which this promife carries, 

Who choofeth mee, flail get as much as hee deferves. 

This third dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 

Who ehufeth mee, mufi give and hazard all hee hath . 
How fhall I know if I doc chufe the right ? 

Per, The one of them containes my pi&urc,Prince, 
If you choofe that, then I am yours withall. 

Mor. Some God direeft my judgement ; let me fee, 
I will furvay th’infcriptions backe againe : 

What fayes this Leaden Casket ? 

Who choofeth me, mutt give and hazard all he hath. 

Muft give, for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ? * 

This Casket threatens men that hazard all, 

Doe it in hope of faire Advantages : 

A golden minde ftoopes not to fhowes of drofle, 

He then nor give nor hazard ought for lead. 

What fayes theSilver with her Virgin hue ? 

Who choofeth me, flail get as much as he deferves. 

As much as he deferves : paufe there Morocho, 

And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou beeft rated by thyeftimation. 

Thou doftdeferve enough,and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Lady : 

And yet to be afraid of my deferving 
W ere but a weake difabling ©f my felfe. 

As much as I defcrvejwhy thats the Lady. 

I do in birth deferve her,and in fortunes. 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding : 

But more then thefe ,in love Ido deferve; 

WhatifI ftraidno farther,butchofeheerc? 

Lets fee once more this faying grav’d in gold : 

Who choofeth me. flail gaine what many men defire j 
Why thats the Lady, all the world defires her. 

From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To kiffe this fhrine,this mortall breathing Saint. 

The Hircanian dcfetts,and the vaftie wildes 
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Of wilde tdrabia are as through-fares now. 

For Princes to come view kittTortia. 

The watrie Kingdom e, whofe ambitious head 
Spets in the face of heaven, is no barre 
To flop the forraiue fpirits, but they come. 

As* ore a brookc, to fee faire Tortia. 

One of thcfe three containes her heavenly Pidure. 

Ift like that Lead containes her ? ’twere damnation 
To thinke fo bafe a thought ; it were too grofle 
To ribb her fcarecloth in the obfcure grave: 

Or (hall I thinke in Giver fhee’s immur’d, 

Being ten times tmdervalewed to tryde.gold. 

O finfuH thought, never fo rich a Jem 

Was fet in worfe then gold. They have in England 

A Coyne thatbeares the figure of an Angell 

Stampt in Gold, but that’s mfculpt upon s 

But heere an Angell in a golden Bed 

Lyes all within. Deliver me the Key,* 

Here doe I choofe, and thrive [ as I may. 

Tor. There take it Princejand if my forme lie there. 
Then I am yours.. 

Mor. O hell ! what have we hcare, a carrion death* 
Within whofe emptie eye there is a written ferouie ? 
lie reade the writing. 

tsdll that glifers is not gold. 

Often have you heard that told, 
eJAiany a man his life hath fold , 

But my oHt-fide to behold ; 

Guilded Timber doe wormesinfold 
Had you been as wife as bold, 

Touttg in limbes, in judgement eld , 

Tour anfwere had not been infcrold. 

Fare yee Welfyour fute is cold. 

ojldcr. Cold indeed , and labour loft. 

Then farewell heate, and welcome froft : 

Portia adie w, I have too greev’d a heart, 

T o take a tedious leave ,*• thus loofers part. Exit, 
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•Peril A gentle riddance, draw the curtaines, go. 

Let all of his completion choofe me fo. Exeunt. 

Enter Salarino and S olanio. 

Sal. VVhy man I faw under fay Ic, 

With him is Grationo gone along ; 

And in their Ship I am fure Lorenfo is riot. . 

Sola. The villaine Jew with out-cries raifd the Duke, 
Who went with him to fearch 'Bajfanios Ship. 

Sal. He came too late, the Ship was under Sails, 

But there the Duke was given to underftand, 

That in a Gondylo were feene together 
Lorenfo and his amorous lefsica. 

Befides, Anthonio certified the Duke 
They were not with Bajfanio in his Ship. 

Solan » I never heard a paffion fo confus d. 

So ftrange, outragious, and fo variable. 

As the dogge Ie we did utter in the ftreets ; 

My daughter, 6 my Ducats, 6 my Daughter 1 
Fled with a Chriftian, 6 my Chriftian Ducats. 

Iuftice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter, 

A fealed bagge, two fealed baggs of Ducats, 

Of double Ducats, ftolne from me by my daughter . 

And Iewels,two ftoncs,two rich and precious ftodes,.' 
Stolne by my Daughter : Iuftice, finde the girle, 

Shec hath the ftones upon her, and the Ducats. 

Salar. Why, all the boyes in Venice follow him. 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, wid his Ducats . 

Solan. Let good Anthonie loOkc he keeps Ws day. 

Or he fhall pay for this. 

Solar. Marry well remembred ; 

I reafoned with a Frenchman yefterday. 

Who told me, in the narrow Seas thaj part 
The French arid Englifti, there mtfearied 
A V elfell of our Countrey richly fraught : 

I thought upon Anthomo when he told me. 

And wifht in filence that it were not his. 

Sol. You were beft to tell Anthonio what youheare, 
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Yet do not fuddenly,for it may greeve him. 

Sal, A kinder Gentleman treades not the earth, 

I law Bajfanio and tsfnthonio part, 

’Bajfanio cold him he would make fome fpeed 
©f his returne : fee anfwcrcd,do not fo. 

Slumber not bufineffe for my fake Bajfanio, 

But ftay the very riping of the time, 

And for the Icwes bond which he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in your minde of love : 

Be merry, and imploy yourchiefeft thoughts 
To Courtlhip.and fuch faire oftents of love 
As fhall conveniently become you there, 

And even there his eye being big with t cares. 

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him. 

And with afledlion wondrous fenfible 
He wrung Baffanio's hand,and fo they parted. 

Sol, I thinke he onely loves the world for him, 

I pray thee let us go and find him out, 

And quicken his embraced heavinefle 
W ith fome delight or other. 

Sal. Do we fo. Exeunt, 

Enter Merrif a and a Servitor. 

2\^r.Quick, quick I pray thee, draw the curtain ftrait 
The Prince of Arragon hath tane his oath, 

And comes to his election prefently . 

Enter Arragon, his traine and Tortia. 

P or . Behold, there ftand the Caskets noble Prince, 
If you choofe that wherein I am containd. 

Straight fhall our nuptiall rights be folemniz’d i 
But if you faile, without more fpeech my Lord 
You muft be gone from hence immediately. 

Arra. I am enioynd by oath to obferve three things, 
Firft, never to unfold to any one 
Which Casket t was I chofe j next, if I faile 
Of the right Casket,never in my life 
To wooca maide in way ofmarriage • 
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Laftly,if I do faile in fortune of my choyfe, 

Immediately to leave you, and be gone. ^ 

Tor. To thefe injunctions every one doth fwearc 
That comes to hazard for my worthleffe felfe. 

iArr. And fo have I addreft mejfortune now 
To my hearts hope .• gold, filver, and bafe lead . 

Who choofeth me, muft give and hazard all he hath. 

You fhall looke fairer ere I give or hazard. 

What fayes the golden cheft,ha,let me fee, 

Who choofeth me, fhall gaine what many men defire. 

What many men defire, that many may be meant 
By the foole multitude that choofe by fhow, 
flot learning more then the fond eye doth teach, 

Which pries notto th’inheritour, but like the Martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall. 

Even in the force and rode of cafualty . 

1 will not choofe what many men defire, 

Becaufc I will not jumpe with common fpirits, 

And ranke me with the Barbarous multitudes. 

W hy then to thee thou filver treafure houfe. 

Tell me once more what title thou doeft beare ; 

Who choofeth me fhall get as much as he defterves ; 

And well laid to ; for who fhall go about 
To couzen Fortune, and be honourable, 

Without the ftamp ofmerit,let none prefume 
To wcare an undeferved dignity : 

0 that cflates, degrees, and offices. 

Were not deriv’d corruptly, and that dcare honour 
Were purchaft by the merit of the wearer. 

How many then fhould cover that ftand bare ? 

How many be commanded that command ? 

How much low peafantry would then be gleaned 
From the true feed of honour ?and how much honour 
Pic k t from the chaffc and ruine of the times. 

To be new varniffet ; well, but to my choyfe. 

Who choofeth me fhall get a t much as he defterves, 

1 will afliime defert j give me a key for this, 

And inftantly ualocke my fortunes heere. 

Fortio, Too 
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Portia. Too long a paufe for that which you finde there 
Arag. What’s here 1 the peartrait of a blinking Ideot 
Prefenting me a Scedule • I will rcade it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia ? 

How much unlike my hopes, and my defervings ? 

Who choofeth me.Jhall have afmuch as he deferves. 

Did I deferve no more than a fooles head ? 

Is that my prize ? are my deferts no better ? 

Tor. To offend and /uJge are diftinft offices. 

And of oppofed natures. Arrag. What is here ? 

The Tire [even times, tried this. 

Seven times tryed that judgement is. 

That did never choofe amijfe : 

Some there be that [badowes kjjfe, 

S ueb have but d jhadowes blijfe. 

There be fooles alive Lwis f 
Silvered dre.andfo teas this. 

T ake what wife you will to bed , 

I will ever b'eyour head : 

So be gone ,you are Jfed f 

Arrag. Still more foole l fhallappeare 
By the rime I linger here : 

With one fooles head I came to weoe , 

Bat I goe away with two. 

Sweet adiew, lie keeps my oath. 

Patiently to bcare my wroth. 

For. Thus hath the candle fing’d the moaths 
O thefe deliberate fooles, when they doe choofe. 

They have their wifdome by their wit to loofc. 

Ner. The ancient faying is no herefie , 

Hanging and wiving goes by deftinie. 

Por, Come draw the curtainc N err if a. 

Enter UMeJfenger. 

Metf. Where is my Lady ? 

’Per. Here, what would my Lord ? 

Adejf. Madam, there is a-lighted at yoijrgate 



the Horchmt of Venice . 



A young V enetian ,one that comes before 
To fignifie th’aproaching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringeth fenfible regreets ; 

To wit/befides commends and - curious breath) 

Gifts of rich value ; yet I have not feene 
So likely an Embaffadour of love. 

A day in April never came fo fweet 
To Ihow how coftly Summer was at hand. 

As this f or c-fpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Portia. No more I pray thee, I am halfc a-feard 
Thou wilt fay anone he isfome kin to thee. 

Thou fpendft fiich high day wirin prayfing him .• 
Comc,camc t NerryJfa,kt I long to fee 
Quicke Cufids Port that comes fo mannerly. 

Nerrijfa. Bajfanio , Lord, Love if thy will it be. Exeunt i 

S olanio and Salarino. 

Solanio. Now what newes on the Ryalto ? 

Salari. Why yet it lives there uncheckt,that Ambomo hath a 
fhipof rich lading wrackt on the narrow feas; the Goodwins T 
thinke they call the place, a very dangerous flat, and fatall, where 
the carcaffes of many a tall fhip lie buried, as they fay, if my Goflip 
Report bean honeft woman of her word. 

Solanio. I Would (he were as lying a Goflip in that, as ever 
knapt Gjnger,or made her neighbours beleeve fhewept for the 
death of a third husband : but it is true, without any flips of pro- 
lixity, or croflineffi^ high way oftalke, thatthesood Sin. 

s 0 chst 1 hjd a ® ic good ““■s' 1 to 

Salari. Come, the full flop. 

^fw.Ha^hat fiyeft thou, why the end is, he hath loft a fhip. 
Salari. I would it might prove the end of his Icffes. P 

Drier Z°r if*' T {iy Am . en betimcs > Icft « he Dcvill croffe my 
sZZ't l he com " ,n tbc ,ikencffe ofa lew. How now 
JAv Vwf? nCWCS am r >ng the Mcrchants ? Snttr Shyloke . 

ters flight k ,none fo wc,I > oone fo wc H.as you,ofmy daugh- 
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Solan. And Shy lock. for bis ©wn part knew the bird was flidge, 
and then it is the complexion of them all to leave the dam* 

Shy. She is damnd for it. 

Salar. Thats certaine,it the Devil! may be her Iudge« 

Shy. My own flefh and bloud to rebell. 

Sola. , Out upon it old Carrion.rebelsit at thefeyeares. 

Shy . I fay my daughter is my flefh and my bloud. 

Solari. There is more difference between thy flefh and hers, 
then between Jet and Ivorie , more between your biouds , then 
there is between Red winerand Rennifh : bat cell us, do you heare 
whether &Anthoniohzvs bad any lefleat fea or no 

Shy. There I have another bad match, a bankrour, a prodigall, 
who dare fcarce fhew his bead on the Ryalto , a beggar that was 
ufd to come fo fmug upon the Mart : let him loo<ce to his bond, 
he was wont to call me Ufurer,let him lookc to Ms bond, he was 

wont to lend money for a Chriftian curfie, let him oo 'e to 

bond 

Safari. Why I am fure if he forfeit , thou wilt not take his 

flefh. whatsthat good for? - , r . 

Shyl. To bait fifh withall, if it will feed nothing elfe , it will 
feed my revenge ; he hath difgrac’d me, and hindre me a e 
million, laughtat my Ioffes, mock t at my games, fcorned my N * 
tion, thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated mmee • 
mies,and whats his rcafon,! am a Jew : Hath not a i Jew 
not a jew hands, organs, demenfions, fenfes, affeftions, pillions, 
fed with the fame food, hurt with the fame weapons, lubj =ot c 
the fame difeafes, healed by the fame meanes, warmed and coo lea . 
by thefame Winter and Summer as a Chriftian is :» youpricKU , 
do we not bleed, if you tickle uj,do we not laugh ; ifyou poylon 
B 9 ,do we not die, and ifyou wrong us,fhall we not revenge, 1 
arc like you in the reft, wc wiil referable you in that. It i 1 1 J 
wrong a Chriftian,what is his humility, revenge ? If a Chrll ™ D 
wron^ a lew, what fhoald his fuftermce be by Chriftim exam- 
pie, why revenge ? The villany you teach me, l will execute, ana 
it (hall go hard, but I will better the inftruftion. 
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Enter a man from Anthonie. 

Gentlemen, my Mafter vAnthonio is at his houfe,attd defires to 
fpeak with you both. 

Saleri. W c have been up and down to feek him. 

Enter Tubalf. 



Solanio. Here comes another of the Tribe, a third cannot be 
matchr,unleffe the Devill himfelfe turne lew. Exeunt Gentlem ; 

Shy. How now Tub all t what newes from Gfenowa, haft thou 
found my daughter ? 

TubaH. I often came where I did heare of her, but cannot 
Jindher. 

S by locks. W hy there, there, there, there, a Diamond gone coft 
me two choufand Ducats in Eranckford , the curfe never fell upon 
cur Nation till now, I never felt it till now, two thoufand Ducats 
in that, and other precious, precious jewels ; I would my daughter 
were dead at my foot, and the jewels in her eare: would fhe were 
hearft at my foot, and the Ducats in her Coffin : no news of them , 
whyfo? and I know not whats fpent inthc fearch : why thou 
ioffeupon Ioffe, the theefe gone withfo much.and fo much to find 
thetheefe, and no fatisfartion, no revenge, nor n©ill luck ftirring 
but what lights a my fhoulders, no fighs, but a my breathing, no 
teares but a my fhedding. & 

Tuball. Y cs.other men have ill Iucke to.Anth 0 nie.z 5 1 heard, is 
In Genowai 



Shy. w hat,what,what,ill Iucke,ill lucke. 

TuhaH. Hath an Argofie caft away comming from Tripoli 't. 
Shy. I thank God, I thank God,is it true, is it true. 

7W/.T (poke with fome of the Saylers that efcaped the wrak. 
ahy. Ithank thee good Tuball, good newes, good newes: ha, 
na,neere m Genowa. 
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1 h ° u KJCKft a dagger in me, I (hall never fee my gold a- 
^~£ 0 .^ re k° Hre Ducats at a fitting, fourefcore Ducats. 

B a ca J nc divers of Anthonio's creditors in my com- 

pany to Fwcf,thacfweare he cannot chufe but breake. 
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Shy. I am very glad of itjle plague him, He tortare him, I am 
glad of ir. 

T uball. One of them Ihcwed me a. ring that he had of your 
daughter for a Monky. 

Shy. Out upon hcr.thoutortureft me T uball, It was myTur- 
kies,I had it of Leah when I was.a Batchelor : I would not have 
given it for a wilderntflc of Monkies. 

Tttball. But Anthonie iseertainly undone. 

Shy. Nay,thats true,thats very true, go T uball, foe me an Of- 
ficer, bsfpeak him a fortnight before, I' willfjavethe heart of him 
if he forfeit, for were he out of Venice I can make whatmerchan* 
dize I- will : go Tuball, and meet me at our Synagogue, go good 
T ah all fit our Synagogue Exeunt . 

Enter r BaffanioSPortia s Gratiano J and all 
their trainee. 

Portia. 1 pray you tarry paufe.a:day or two 
Before yon ihazz ud, for in choofiug wrong 
I Ioofe your. company ; therefore forbearc a while, 

There's fomething telsrmf (hut it is not.iove) 

I would tiox locfe you, and you know ycurfelfe, 

Hatecounfels notiu fach aquality. ; 

But left you fhouid not underftand me well. 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue, but thought, 

T would detain you beje-fome moneth or two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How tc cnoofe right, but then I am forfworne, . - 
So will f never be,fo may you mifibme. 

But ifyou do,youle make me with a finne, 

Thari had been foifworn : Btfhrow your eyes. 

They have ore-lookt nac and divided me; 

One laalfc of me is yours, the other halfc yours^ - 
Mineown I would By •• but if mine then youts. 

And fo all y ®urs ; O thefe naughty titnes^ _ 

Puts^barrcs between the owners and their rights* 

And fo though yours, net y ourej(prov e itfo) * 

Let Fortune go to hell, not-Iv 

Ifpeak too longjbut.tisto peizethetime, ^ 






ill 



the Merchant of Venice* 

To eech it,and to draw it. out in length. 

To ftay you from cledion. 

Batf. Let me chufe,, 

For as I am, I live upon the rackc. 

Tor . Upon the rackc T ajf an to t then confefle 
What trealonthere is mingled with your love. 

"Bajf. None but that ugly treafon ofmiftruft, 

W hich makes me fcare th’injoying of my Love, 
There may as well be amity and life 
Tween fnow and fire,as treafonand my love. 

Per. I, but I feare you fpeake upon the rackc 
Where men enforced dofpeak any thing. 

Bajf. Promifc me life, and ile confefle the truth. 
Per . W ell then, confefle and live. 

Bajf. Confefle and love 
Had been the very fumme ofmy confelfion't 
O hapyy torment when my torturer 
Doth teach me anfwcrs for deliverance ; 

But let me to my fortune and the Caskets. 

Por. Away then, I am Iock-t inoneof them, 

If you do love me,you willfind me out. 

Nerrjfa and the reft, ftand.aJlaloofe, 

Let muficke found while he doth make his choy fe. 
Then if heloofe he makes a S wan- like end. 

Fading in mufique. T hat the comparifon 

May ftand more property eye fhall be the ftreame 

And watry death-bed for. him : hemay win. 

And what is mufique than ? Then mufique ia 
Even as the flourifh, when true fubjeds bo we 
To a new crowned Monarch : Such it is. 

As arc thofo dulcet founds In break of day. 

That creep into the dreaming Bride-groomes care 
And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
W ith no le fle prefence, but with much more lave 
Then young Alcidcs > when hedid redeeme 
1 he virgine tribute,payed by howling. Troy 
To the Sea monfter : I ftand for facrifice. 

The reft aloofearc thcl>ardaniaowivc8i 
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W ith bleared vifages coma forth to view 
The ifliie of th’exploic : Go Hercules, 

Live thou,I live with mucb,much more difmay, 

I view the fight, then thou that mak'ft the fray. 

A Song the wbilft Baffanio comments on the Caskets, 
to himfelfe. 

T ell me where isfancie bred, 

Or in the heart, or in the head ; 

How begot ,how nourifhed ? Rep lie, rep lie. 

\ It is ingendred in the eye, 

With gazing fed, and Fancie dies. 

In the Cradle where it lies , 

Let ns all ring Fancies knell. 

He begin it. 

T>ing,dong,bell, 

All. Ding.dong,be/l. 

Bajf. So may the outward fhowes be leaft themfelves, 
The world isftill deceav’d with ornament; 

In Law, what plea fo tainred and corrupt. 

But being feafon’d with a gracious voyce, 

Obfcuresthe £how ofevill. In religion, 

What damned error but feme fober brow 
W ill bleffe it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grofheffe with faire ornament : 

There is no voyce fo fitnple,but aflumes J 
Some marke of vertue on his outward parts j 
How many cowards whofe hearts are all as falfe 
As flayers of fand,weare yet upon their chins 
The beards ©f Hercules, and frowning (JMars, 

Who inward fearcht,bave lyvers white as milke. 

And thefeaflume but valours excrement 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty. 

And you fhall fee tis purchaft by the weight. 

Which therein works a miracle in nature, 

Making themlighteft that weare moft of it s 
So are thofc crifped fnaky golden locks 
Which makes fuch wanton gambals with the wind 
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Upon fuppofed fairenefle, often known 
To be the dowry of a fecond head, 

The fcullthat bred them in the fepulcher. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled /Lore 
To a moft dangerous fea ; the beauteous fcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beautyj In a word, 

The feeming truth which cunning times put on 
To intrap the wifeft. I herefore then,thoa gaudy gold. 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee,' 

Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
Tween man and man : but thou, thou meager lead 
W hich rather tbreatneft then doft promifo ougbr, . 
Thy paleneffe moves me more then eloquence, 

And heere chafe I, joy be the confequence. 

For. How all the other pafiions fleet to ayre, 

As doubtfull thoughts,and rafli imbrac’d defpaire : 

And Ihyddring feare,and green-eyed jealoufie. 

0 love be moderate, allay thy extafie, 

In mcafore reine thy joy,fcant thisexceflej 

1 feele too much thy blcfliog,make itlefle. 

For feare I forfeit. 

Baf. w hat find I heere ? 

Faire Portias counterfeit. What demy God 
Hath come fo nccre creation ? move thefo eyes ? 

Or whether riding on thebals of mine 
Seeme they in motion ? Here are fever’d lips 
Parted with foger brcath,fb fweet a barre 
Should fonder fuch fweet friends ; heere in her haires 
The Painter playes the Spyder,and hath woven 
A golden mefh t’intrap the hearts ofmen 
Fafterthen gnats in Cobwebsjbut her eyes. 

How conld he fee to do them ? having made one, 

Me thinks it fhould have power to jleale both his. 

And leave it felfeunfurnifht ; Yet looke how farre 
The fobftance of my praife doth wrong this fhadow 
In underprifing it,fo farre this fhadow 
Doth limpe behind the fubftanc e. Hercs the fcrowle, 
lne continent and fummarie of my fortune. 
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Tou that chafe not by the view 
Chance as faire, and chafe as true : 

Since this fortune falls to you. 

Be content ,and feeke no new, 

If you be well f leaf d with this. 

And hold your fortune for your bliffe. 

Tame you where your Lady is, 
tAnd claime her with a loving k> jf e ~ 

A gentle fcroutc : Faire Lady, by your leave, 

I come by note to give, and to receave; 

Like one of two contending in a prize 

That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes: 

Hearing applaufc and vmvcrfall (hour, 

Giddy in fpirit,ftill gazing in a doubt 
W hether thofe pealcs of praife be his or no : 

So thrice faire Lady ftand I,even fo, 

As doubtfull whether what I- fee be true. 

Until! con firm’d, fign’d, ratified by you. 

Por. You fee me Lord Bajfanio where I ftand. 
Such as I am ; though for my felfc alone 
I would not be ambicious in my wilh 
To wifh my felfe much better;yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times my felfe, _ 

A thoufand times morofaire.ten thoufand times 
More rich, that oncly to ftand high in your account, 
I might in vertucs, beauties, livings, friends, 

Exceed account : but the full famine of m e 
Js fumme of fomething : which to termc in grofle, 
Is an urtlc (Ton’d Girle,unfchool’d,unpra£ticed; 
Happy in this, fhe is not yet fo old 
But fhe may lcarne : happier then this. 

She is not bred fo dull, but fhe canlearnc ; 

Happieft of alibis that her gentle fpiric 
Commits it felfe to yours to be dire&ed, 

As from her Lorc^her Governour,her King. 

My felfe, and what is mine, to yoHand yours 
Is now con vetted. But now I was the Lord 



the Merchant of Venice. 

Of this faire man(ion,mafter of my fervants, 

Queene ore my felfe : and even now,but now, ' 
This hou(e,the(e fervants, and this fame my felfe 
Are yours, my Lord , 1 give them with this ring. 
Which when you part from, loofe, or give away. 

Let it prelage the ruine of your love. 

And be my vantage to exclaime on you. 

Baf. Madam,you have bereft me of all words, 
Onely my bloud fpeakes to you in my vaincs. 

And there is fiich confufion in my powers. 

As after fome Oration fairely fpoke 
By a beloved Prince, there doth appeare 
Among the buzzing plealed multitude. 

W here every fomething being blent together, 
Turnes to a wildc ofnothing,favc of joy 
Expreft,and notexpreft :but when this Ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence, 

0 then be bold to fay Baffanio's dead. 

Her . My Lord and Lady,it is now our time 
That have (food by and feen our wifhes profper. 

To cry, good joy, good /oy,my L®rd and Lady, 

Gra. My Lord Bafanio. and my gentle Lady, 

1 wifh you all the joy that you can wifh .* 

For lam fure you can with none from me : 

And when your honours meane to folcmnize 
T he bargains of your faith, I do bcfecch you, 

Even at that time I may be married to, 

£a f With all my heart, fo thou canft get a wife. 
Grat, I thanke your Lordfhip,you have got me one 

My eyes my Lord can looke asfwift asyours .* - ' 

Y on faw the miftres,! beheld the maid .- 
You lov’d,I lov’d for intermiffion. 

No more pci tains to me my Lord then you ; 

Your fortune flood upon the Casket there. 

And fo did mine to as the matter falls • 

For wooing heere untill I fwet againe,’ 

Ana (wearing till my very rough was dry 
With oathes of love, a: laft, if promife laft 
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I got a protnife of this fake one heere 
To have her love : provided that your fortune 
Atchiev’d her miftres. 

Por. Is this true N err iff a ? 

Ner. Madam it is,lo you fland pleafd withalu 
'Buff. And do you Gratiano mean good faith ? 

Gra. Yes faith my Lord. 

Balf, Our fcaft (hall be much honoured in your manage. 

Gra. Weel play with them the fiift boy for a choufand ducats, 
Ner. W hat, and (lake down ? 

No, we (hall nere win at that (port and flake downe. 

But who comes heere ? Lorenzo and his Jnfide'l ? 

W hat, and my old Venecian friend Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenfo Jeflka.W Salerio ? 
from Venice. 

Baffa. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither,. 

If that the youth of my new intreft here 
Have power to bid you welcome : by your leave, 

I bid my friends and countreymen, 

Sweet Tertia welcome. 

Por. So do I my Lord, they are intirely Welcome. 

Lor. J thanke your honour;for my part my Lord, 

My purp jfe was not to have feen you here, 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did intreate me paft all faying nay 
To come wiila him along. 

Sal. I did my Lord, 

And I have reafon for it,Signior tAnthomo. 

Commends him to you. 

t aff. Ere I opc hk Letter 
I pray you tell me how my good Friend doth. 

Sal. Not ficlc my Lord,unleffcit be in mind, 

Nor weiljUnlefTe in mind : his letter there 
W ill (hew you h;s eftate. °P eH l ' 3 ‘ “ tter * 

Gra. Nerrifja. cheer ycrad ftranger,bid her welcome. 

Your hand Salerio, whats the newes from Venice ? 

How doth that royall Merchant gc.o.i Anthomo l; 

I know he will be glad ©1 our faces fle, 



the merchant of Venice. 

Wc arc the lafons,vrt have woanethe fleece. 

Sal. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. 

Por. There are feme ftirewd contents in yond fame paper 
That ftealcs the colour from Baffanio's cheeke. 

Some decre friend dead,elfe nothing in the world 

Could turne fo much the conftitution 

Ofany conftant man : what worfc and worfe ? 

With leave Baffanio I am halfeyour fetfe. 

And I muft have the halfe ofany thing 
That this fame Paper brings you. 

Baff. O (vrect Portia, 

Here are a few of the unplcafant’ft words 
That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady, 

When I did firft impart my love to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Rannc in my veines,I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true rand yet deere Lady 
Rating my felfe at nothing, you (hall fee 
How much I was a Braggart, when I told you 
My ftate was nothing,! fhould then have rold you 
That I was worfc then nothing; for indeed 
I have ingag’d my felfe to a deere friend, 

Ingag’d my friend to his meere enemie. 

To feed my meancs. Here is a Letter Lady, 

The Paper as the body ofmy friend. 

And every word in it a gaping wound 
I fining life bloud. But is it true Salerio, 

Hath all his ventures fail’d, what not one hit ? 

From TrifolitStom LMexico and England, 

From LubonfBarbary ,zn<\ India, 

And not one VefTell fcape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marring rocks? 

0 Sal. Not one my Lord. 

Befide$,it fhould appeare,thatif he had 
The prefent money to difeharge the lew. 

He would not take it : never did I know 
A creature that did bearc the fhape of man 
So keen and greedy to confound a man. 

F * 
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Me plyes the Euke at mornirg and at night, 

And doth impeach the /rcedomeel.tbe flate 
If they deny him Juftice. Twenty Merchants, 

T he Duke himfclfc,and the Magnificos \ 

Of'greateft poit have all ;p<rfw«ded with him. 

But none can drive 1 im from the envious pica 
Of forfeiture, of Iuttice, and his Bond. 

Jeff. W hen 1 was with him. I have heard hiwfwcar 
To 7 uball and t- Chut, his counrrey-men, 

That he would rather have Anthonie's^ fo 
Then twenty times the value of the fi rome 
1 hat he did ow e him : ai d I know my lord. 

It Law. authority, and pr wer deny not. 

It will go hard with poore Anthonio. 

Por Isityourdeere friend that is thus in trouble? 

Be ft. The dtereft friend to mee^he kindeft man. 

The btftccnditicnd and unwearied fpirit 
In doing currcfu-s : and one in wihofrt 
The ancient Reman honour mere appearcs. 

Then any that drawes breath in Italy. 

Por . W hat fumme owes he the lew ? 



7*/. For me three theufand Ducats. 

Por. W hat no more. pay him fix'thoufind,snd deface thcbotid 
Double fix thoufand.and thcn treble that. 

Before a friend of this defeription 
shalllcfea haire through Brffanids fault. 

Firft go with me to Cburch/hdcall me wife. 

And then away to frenite to your friend; 

For never (hall you lie by Portia ' /fide 
W ith an unquiet fcule. V r u /hall have gold 
Topay the puty debt twenty rimes ever, 

W hen it is paid, bring your true friend along. 

My maid NeniJJafind my felfe mcane time 
VV ill live as Maides and Widdowcs ; come away. 

For you fhall he r ce upon your wedding day : 

Bid your hiends welcome, /he w a merry cheer f, 

Sii ccycLi arc deerc be ughr,I will love you deere. 

But let me hearc the letter of j cur friend.. 



the Merchant of Venice. 

Sweet BafTanio,*^ fiip have all mif carted , my Creditors grow 
craeti my efiate u very Uw> my bondto the lew it forfait, and Jin tern 
paying it,n it wftffib/e 1 /hen id live, all debts are elect d between jot* 
and JyifJ might but fee fen at my death : notwithfiandmg, ujeyour 
flerfurcyi/jottr love do not ferfwade you to cimefttnot my letter , 

•Tor. dove 1 di/patch allbufincfleandbegone. 

Baff Sir ce 1 hav e y curgccdleavc to go away, 

I will make hafte ; tut till J come againe. 

No bed fhall ere be guilty of my ftay, 

Nor rt ft bt interpoler twixt us twsine. /Exeunt. 

Enter the IeWyandSdltnOyand Anthonie., 
and t he layhr. 

lew . I?ylor,looke to him, tell net me of mercy, 

This is the fcole that lent cut money gratis. 

Iay!or,lcokt to him. 

as* nth Hearc me ye t gocdShylocke, 

I<w. Me have my bond, /peak not sgainfi my bond,. 

I have fworne an caih,tl at 1 will haver? y bond ; 

Th< u cah’dft me dog before thou hadft acaufc, 

But fince 1 am a dog,beware mv phangs. 

The Duke fhall grant me Iuftici ;! do wonder 
Thou naughty frylor that v.hc o ast fo fend 

To come abroad with him athis rtqucft. 

An. 1 pray thee ht arc iue (peak. 

Jtw lie havt ms bond, I will not heare thec fpeakff, 
lie have my bond, and therefore fpeafe no more. 

He rot be made afoftarddulleydcfoole, 

T* fhake the head, relent, and figh, and yeeld 

To <. hriftian intei ct flora : follow not, 

lie have no (peaking,! will have u y bend. Exit lew',. 

Sol, 1 1 is i fee moil im pcnitrabic cur re 
That ever kept with men. 
tsin. Let him alone. 

He follow him no mote with bootlefTe prayers. 

He feeks my life,bis rt e/on well! know 5 
X oft dtlivtid him his forfeitures* 

F 3.. Mai»3T 
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Many that have at times made moneto me. 

Therefore he hates me. 

Sal. I am fare the Duke will never grant 
This forfeiture to hold. 

iAnt. The Duke cannot deny the eoutfe of Law: 
For the Commodity that ftrangers have 
With us in Veniee , ifit be denyed. 

Will much impeach the juftice of the ftate. 

Since that the Trade and Profit of the Citie 
Confiftcth of all Nations. Therefore go, 

Thefe griefes and Ioffes hath fo bated me 
That 1 ihall hardly fpare a pound of flcflh 
To morrow,to my bloudy Creditor. 

Well Iayloron,prayGod Bafanio c6i ae 

To fee me pay his debt, and then I care not. Exeunt, 

Enter Portia, Nerriffa,Lorenzo,jeffic3,4W a 

man of Porto's. 

Zer, 'Madatn,akh ough I fpeak it in your prefcflce, 

Y ou have a noble and a true conceit 
©fgold-like amitie, which appeares tnoft ftrongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 

But if you knew to whom yon fhew this honour. 

How true a Gentleman you fend reliefe. 

How dcerca Lover of my Lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the worke. 

Then cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 

Par. I never did repent for doing good. 

Nor fhall not now : for in companions 
That do converie and waft the time together, 

Whofc fbules do beare an equall yoke of love. 

There mull be needs a like proportion 
Of lyniaments,of manners,and offpirit j 
Which makes methinke that this osfntbomo 
Being the bofome Lover ofmy Lord, 

Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 

How little is the coft I have bellowed 



the ^Merchant of Yenisei 

In ptnxhafing thefctnblance of my foule ; 

From out the ftate of hellifh cruelty : 

This comes too neerc the praifing of my felfe. 

Therefore no more of it . hcere other things 
Lorenfo I commit into y our hands, 

1 he husbandry and mannage of my hou/e, 

Untili my Lords returne : for mine own part 
I have toward heaven breath’d a fecret vow. 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Onely attended by Nerrtjfa here. 

Untill her husband and my Lords returne. 

There is a Monaftery two miles off. 

And there we will abide. Ido^efireyou 
Not to deny thisimpofitioti. 

The which my Love, and fame neccflity 
Now layes upon me. 

Loren. Madame, with all my heart, 

I /hall obey you in all faire commands. 

Bor. My people do already know my mind. 

And will acknowledge you and Iejfica 
In place of Lord B a fan to and my felfe. 

So fare ydu well till we fhall meet again. 

Lor. Faire thoughts and happy houresattend on you. 

left. I wifh your Ladifhip all hearts content. 

Tor. I thank you for your wifh,and am wellpleafd 
To wifh it back on you : fate ycu well Iejfte*. Exeunt. 
Now Balthafer, as I have ever found thee honeft true, 

So let me find thee Hill : take this fame letter, 

And afe thou all th’cndevour of a man. 

In fpeed to Mantuafot thou render this 
Into my coufins hand Do&or Belario, 

And look what notes and garments he doth give thee, 
B.ing them I pray thee with imagin’d /peed 
Unto the Trane A. to the common Ferry 
Which Tiades to Venice • wafte notimein word 
But gt t thee gone,I (hall b«- there before thee. 

Balt ha. Madam I go with all convenient fpeed. 

P on Come on A' cm/*,! have worke in hand 



That 
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That yon yet know not of | weelefeeour husband*] 

Before they think of us ? 

7{errifit. Shall they fee us? 

Portia. They (hall 2(errifa .• but-in Inch a hablce, 

That they (hall think we are accOEHpliftied 
With that we lack ; lie hold thee any wager 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
lie prove the prettier fellow of the two. 

And weane my dagger with the braver grace. 

And fpeake betweene the change of man and boy. 

With a reed-voice,andturne two milicing fteps 

Into a mini y ft ride, and fpeake of frayes, 

Like a fine bragging youth : and tell quaint lyes, 

Hbw honourable Ladies fought my love, 

Whiclrl denying, they fell ficke anddyed. 

I could not doe wichall : then lie repent, 

And wifh for all that, that I had not kifld them : 

And twenty of thefe pnnie lyes lie tell, 

That men {hall fweare I have di(co:itinued fchoole 
Above a twelve-moneth : I have wi hin my minde, 

A thoufand raw tricks of thefe bragging lackcs, 

Which I will praiftife. 

Nerrif. Why, fliill wee turne to men ? 

‘Port. Fie, what a qaeftion’s that? 

If thou wert here a lewd Interpreter: 

But come. He tell thee all my whole device. 

When I am in my Coach, which ftayes for ns 
At the Parke gate : and therefore haftc away. 

For we muft meafiire twentie miles today. Exewvty 

inter Clowne and Ieflica. 

Clew. Yes truly, for looke you, the finnes of the Father are to 
be laid upon the Children, thercforeT promifeyou, I feare you, I 
was alwayes plains with you, and fc now I fpeak my agitation of . 
the matter : thetefore be ofgood cheere,for truly I think you are 
damn’d, there is but one hope in it that can doe you any good, ted 
that is but a kinde of baftard hope neither. 

Jef And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

'■ Clowne. 
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Clown. Mary you may partly hope that your father got you 
nor,that*ycu are not the Je wes daughter, 

Ieflica. That were a kind of baftard hope in decd,fo the finnes 
of my mother (hould be vifited upon me. 

Clowne. Truly then I feare you are damn’d both by father and 
. mother : thus when! ftiun S cilia your father, Wall into £baribdi* 
your mother ; well, you are gone both wayes. 

It flic*. I fhall be fav*d by my husband, he hath made me a 
Chriftian ? 

Clow. Truly the more too blame he, we were Cbriftians enow 
before, een as many as could well live one by anothernhis making 
of Chriftians wil raife the price of hogs, if we grow all to be pork 
eaters, we fhall not {hortly have a raftier on the coales for money,, 
Enter Lorenzo. 

Ie'fli.Wt tel my husband LamceUt what yon fay ;h ere he comes. 
Loren. I {hall grow jealous ofyou fhortly Lamcelet, if you thus 
get cay wife into corners. 

Iefli. N iy,you need not feare us Lorenzo , Lamcelet and I are 
out, he teis me flatly there’s no mercy for me in heaven, beeaafe 
lam a Je wes daughter : and he fayes you are no good member of 
the common- wealth, for in converting Jewes to Chriftians, you 
raife the price of porke. 3 

Loren, l {hall anfwer that better to the common- wealth than 
youcan t he getting u p of the Negroes belly ; the Moore is with 
child by you LamceUt, 

r a r ne eo h i S ^ U f h , thzt the Mobrc ^ooldbcmoreebcnrea- 

“ h0ne(l «" 

L, n H°vv every foole can play upon the word, I think the 
btfl grace ofwit will fisortly turne into filence , and dHcmrfe 

fh” p Tp^r J™ ° nt,), b “' rUmS! 60 “ r “> bid 

Clown That is done fir, they have all ftomacks. 
prepare' dfone^ What 2 ** fnapper are y ou > thetl by th ^ ' 

rt W "\ Ji 3t “ doReto fir,°nely cover is the word, 
en ‘ Wl,t you cover than fir ? 

C even. Not fo fir neither, I know my duty, 

** Loren , Yet . 



I 



The Comic a ft Hiftorie, of 

Loren, Yet more quarrelling with occafion , wilt thou Chew 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant? f pray thee underftand 

a plain man in his plain meaning: go to thy fcllowes, bid them 
cover the table, ferve in the meat, and wc will come in to dinner: 
Clown. For the table fir, it (hall be ferv d in, for the meat firg 
fhall be cover’d, for your commingm todinher fir , why let it be 
as humours and conceits fhall govcrne. Exu.^lown, 

Loren. O dcare difcretion, how his words are futed, 

The foole hath planted in his memory 
An Armic of good words>aod I do know 
A many fooles that ftand in better place, 

Garnifht like him, that for a trickfie word 
Defie the matter : how cheer ft thou IejJica. 

And now good fweet fay thy opinion,. 

How doft thou like the Lord Bafamo s wife < 

Ief, Paft all exprcfiing,it is very meet 

The Lord B afar to live anuprightlirel 
For having fuch a blefiing in his Lady, 

He findes the joyes of heaven here on earth. 

And if on earth he do not meane it. 

In reafon he fhould never come to heaven. 

W hy,if two gods fhould play Lome heavenly match. 

And on the wager lay two earthly women 
And Portia one : there raft be fotnethin| cite 
Paund with the other, for the poore rude world 
Hathnot her fellow. 

Loren. Even fuch a husband 
Haft thou of me, as (he is for a wife. 

Je ffi. Nay, but aske my opinion to ot that. 

■ Loren. I will anone,firft let us go to dinner • 

Ufa May, let me praife you while I have a ftomack, 

Loren. No, pray thee let it ferve for table talke, 

' Then how fo ere thou fpeakfl, mong other things, 

I fhall difgeft it. 

Ufa Well, ilefet yon forth. x. Exeunt. 

Enter the Duke, the UMagnifieoes^t/irthomo, 

BaJfanio,and Gratiano* 

J>uks. What, is eAntbonio heere ? R{a( fy t 



the Utter chant of Venice. 

Anth. Ready,fo pleafe your Grace. 

Duke. I am lorry for thee, thou art come to anf wef 
A ftony Adverfary,an inhumane wretch, 

Uncapablc of pitty,voyd,and empty 
From any dram of mercy. „ 

Anth. I have heard 

Your Grace hath tane great paines to qualifie 
His rigorous courfe ; but fince he Hands obdurate. 

And that no lawfull meanes can carry me 
Out of bis envies reach, I do oppofe 
My patience to his fury, and an arm’d 
To fufFer with a quietnefle of fpirit. 

The very tyranny and rage of his. 

Duke. Go one and call the Jew into the Court. 

Salerio. He is ready at the dore,he comes my Lord. 

Enter Sbjlocke. 

Duke . Make roome,and let him Hand before our face.' 
Sbj/ocite, the world thinks, and I thinke fo to. 

That thou but lead’ll this fafhion of thy malice. 

To thelaft houreofad,and then tis thought 
Thouw’lt ftiew thy mercy and remorfe more ftrangc. 
Than is thy ftrange apparant cruelty ; 

And where thou now exarts the penalty. 

Which is a pound of this poore Merchants flefh, 

Thou wilt not onely loofe the forfeiture, 

But teucht with humane gcntlenefle and love, 

Forgive a moytie of the principal!, 

Glauncing an eye of piety on his Ioffes, 

T hat have of late fo hudled on his backe. 

Enow to prefle a royall Merchant down ,* 

And pluck commiferation of his ftatc. 

From braffic bofomes,and rough hearts of flint, $ 

From ftubbornc T urkes,afid T attars never train’d 
To Offices of tender curtefie ; 

W e all expert a gentle anfwer Jew. 

lew. I have polled your Grace of what I purpofe. 
And by our holy Sabbaoth have I fworne 
To have the due and forfeit ofmy Bond, 

G % 
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if you deny !r,lct the danger light 

Vpon your Charter, and your Cities freedome, 

You’l aske me why J rather chufe to have 
, A weight of Carrion flcfh,then to receive 
Three thoufand Ducats : lie not anfwer that. 

But fay It is my humour, is it anfwered ? 

What if my houfe be troubled with a Rat, 

And l be pkafd to give ten thouland Ducats ) 

To have it baind ? what, are you anfwcrd yet ? 

Some men there are love not a gaping Pig : 

Some that are mad if they behold a Cat ; 

And others when theBsgpipe fingsithnofe, 

Cannot contain their Vrine for sffeftion. 

Mailers of paflion f wayes it to the mood 
Of what it likes or loatbes,now for your anfwer ° 

As there is no firtne reafon to-be rendred 
W hy he-emnor abide a gaping pig •• 

Why hea harmekflineceflary Cat : 

W hy he a woollen bagpipe : but of force 
Muftyeeld to fuch inevitable fb me, 

As to ofiln 1 bimfelfe being offended : 

So can F give no reafon, nor I will not, 

More then a lodg’d hate, and a certain loathing 
1 beare Amhonioy that I follow thus 
A loofing futc againft him : are you anfwered ? 

Bajf. This is nctanfwer thou unfeeling-man. 

To excufe the currant of tby cruelty. 

Jew. I am rot bound to pkafe tfcee with my anfwers. 

"Buff Do all men k ill the things they do not love ? 

Jew. Hates any man the thing be would not kill? 

Tin Jf Every offence is not a hate at fir ft ? 

lew. W hat wculaft thou have a Serpent fling thee twice ? 

Anth. I pray you think you queftion with the Iew t 
You may as well go ftand upon the Beach, 

And bid themainc flood bate his ufuall height. 

You may as well ufe queftion with the W oolfe, 

-Why he hath made the Ewe bleat for the Lambe % 

You may as well forbidthe mountaine of Pines 
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To wag their high tops, and to make no noife, 

W hen they are fretten with the gufls cf heaven : 

You may aswelldoany thing moft bard 
As feeke to foften that then which what’s harder,* 
Hisjewifh heart ? therefore I dobefeech you 
Make no more ( ff.rs,ufe no farther meancs, 

But with all briefe and plaine conveniency 
Let me have judgement, and the lew his will; 

Bajf. For thy three thoufand Ducats here is fix, 

Jew. If every Ducat in fix thouland Ducats 
Were in fix parts*,and every part a Ducat, 

I would not draw them, l would havemy Bond. 

D»ke - How fhalt thv,u hope for mercy rendring none? 

Jew . W hat judgement fhall 1 dread doing no wrong ? 
You have among y ou many a purchall flavc, 

Which like your Aflls,and vour Dogs and Mules, 

Y on ufc in abj'cft and in flavifh parts, 

Becaufe you bought th«.m,fhaii i fay to you. 

Let them be free,marry them toyour heires ? 

Why fweat they under burthens?iet their beds 
Be madeas fofc as yours, and let their pailats 
Be feafon’d with fuch viands.-you will anfwer. 

The flaves are ours,fo do I anfwer you 
The pound of flefh which I demaund of him 
Js deerely bought, as mine.and 1 will have it : 

If you deny meje upon your Law* 

There is no force in the Decrees of Venice : 

I ftand for j*u gement,anfwer Jhall I have it? 

Duk. Upon my power I may difmiffe this Court, 
Unlefle BeUarte a learned Dctflor, 

W hom I have fent for to determine this. 

Come here to day ? 

Sal. My Lord,ht re flayes without 
A meflenger with letters from the Do&or, 

New come from 

B,in g u» the Letters. Call tbeMeffeng’er. 

■Ti. , n °°f C ^ ecrc ‘drthotiio : what man, courage yet? 

I ht Jew fhall have my flefh,biood,bones and all. 

9 b ' . • •• 
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Ere thou felt lofe for me one drop of bloud. 

*Anth. lama tainted W eather of the flock e, 

Meetcft for death, the wcakeft kinde offruit 
Drops earlieft to the ground, and fo let me j 
You cannot better be imploy’d ,B.afanio, 

T hen to live £1111 and write mine Epitaph ? 

Enter 2{errifa, 

Duke. Came you from Tadua from Bellario ? 

T{er. From both : my L. Bellario greets your Grace. 
Baff, Why doft thou whet thy knife fo carncftly ? 
lew. To cut the forfeiture from that Bankrout there, v 
Grat, Not on thy foule : but on thy fbule harfh J e w. 
Thou mak’ft thy knife keene : but no mettle can, 

No, not the hangmans axe beare halfe the keenncfTe 
Of thy fharp envie : can no prayers pearce thee ? 
lew, No,none that thou haft wit enough to make. 
Grat . O be thou damn’d,inexecrable dog, 

And for thy life let juftice be accufd ; 

Thoualmoft mak’ft me waver in my faith, 

To hold opinion with Pjthagorat , 

Thatfoulcs of Animals infufe themfelves 
Into the trunks of men : Thy currifh fpirit 
Govern’d a W ©olfe,who hang’d for humane {laughter, 
Even from thegallowes did his fell foule fleet. 

And whileft thou layeft in thy unhallowed daname ; 

Infuld it felfe in thee : for thy defires 

Arc woolvifh,bloudy,ftarv’d,and ravenous. 

lew. Till thou canft raile the feale from off my Bond, 

. Thou but offendft thy lungs to fpeake fo loud : 

Repaire thy wirgood youth, or it will fall 
To cureleffe mine. I ftand for Law. 

Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young and learned Dottor to our Court .* 

Where is he? 

Ner, He attendeth here hard by. 

To know your anfwer whether youle admit him. 1 

Duke, W ith all my heart: fome three or foure of you 
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Go give him curteous conduct to this place, 

Meahctime the Court fell heare ’Bellario' s Letter. 

Your Grace fhall underftand, that at the receit of your Letter, I 
am very ficke,but in the inflant that your meffenger came, in lo- 
ving vifitation was with me a yong Doiflor oi Borne, his name is 
Balthafar : I acquainted him with the caufe in controverfie be- 
tween the /wand Antbonio the Merchant; we turned ore many 
books together, he is furniftied with my opinion.which bettered 
with his own learning , the greataeffe whereof I cannot 'enough 
commend , comes with him at my importunity , to fill up your 
Graces requeft in my ftead. I bcfccch you let his lack of yeares be 
no impediment to let him lack a reverend eftimation, for I never 
knew fo young a body with fo old a head : I leave him to youc 
Gracious acceptance, whofe tryall (hall better publifh his com- 
mendation. 

Enter Portiafer Balthazar. 

Duke. Yon heare the learn’d Bellario what he writes. 

And here I take it is the Docftor come. 

Give me your hand,come you from old Bellario ? 

For. I did my Lord. 

Duke. You are welcome, take your place : 

Are you acquinted with the difference. 

That holds this prefettt queftion in the Court ? 

For. I am enformed throughly of the caufe. 

Which is the Merchant here ? and which the lew ? 

Duke, Anthoniofind old Shyloekf^ both ftand forth. 

Ter. Is your name Shjloekje ? 

Jew, Shjlocke is my name. 

Per, Of a ftrange nature is the fute you follow, 

Y et in {ueh rule, that the Venetian Law 
Cannot impugne you as you do proceed. 

You ftand within his danger, do you not ? 

tAnt, I,fo he fayes. 

For, Do you cohfeffc the Bond ? 

An, I do, 

P or. Then muft the Jew be mercifull. 

Shj.On what compulfion muft I,tell me that? 

for. 1 



The Cmicail ffifimesf 

Por. The qualitic of mercy is tiot ftraind. 

Ft droppeth as the genrleraine from heaven 
Upon the place beneath : it is twice bleft. 

It bleffech him that gives.and him that takes. 

T is mightieft in the mightieft, it becomes 
The throned Monarch better then his Crowne. 

His fcepter fhevrcs the force of ccmporall power, 
The attribute to awe and majeftie. 

Wherein doth fit the dread and feare of Kings s 
Bat mercy is above this fceptred fway. 

It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 

It is an attribute to God himfelfe ; 

And earthly power doth then fhcw likeft gods, 

W hen mercy foafons juftice : therefore Jew, 
Though juftice be thy plea,confider this, 

That in the courfe of juftice none of us 
Should fee falvation : we do pray for mercy, 

And that fame prayer, doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. T have fpoke thus much 
To mittigate the juftice of thy plea, 

Which if thou follow, this ftritft Court of Venice 
Muft needs give fentence ‘gainft the Merchant there 
Shy. My deeds upon my head, I crave the Law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my Bond: 

Tor. Is he not able t© difeharge the money ? 
Baf Ycs,here I tender it for him in the Court, 
Yea, twice the futnme.if that will not fuffice, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times ore 
On forfeit on my hands,my head, my heartj 
If this will not fuffice, it muft appeare 
That malice bearcs down truth. And I befeeebyou 
Wreft once the Law to your authority. 

To do a great right.do a little wrong. 

And curbe this cruell Devill ofhis will. 

For. It muft not be, there is no power iafenice 
Can alter a Decree eftablilhed : 

Twill be recorded for a precedent, 

And many an errour by the fame example 
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Will nidi into the ft ite,it cannot b e. 

Shy. A Daniel come to judgement : yea a Daniel, 

O wife young Judge, how I do honour thee. 
for. I pray you let me look e upon the Bond. 

Shy. Here ’tis moft reverend Do<ftor,here it is.- 
For. Shylocke, there's thrice thy money offer’d thee, 
Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven. 

Shall I lay perjury upon my foule ? 

No , not for Venice. 

Tor. Why this Bond is forfeit. 

And lawfully by this the jew may claims 
A pound of flefhjtobe by him cut off; 

Neereft the Merchants heart : be mercifull. 

Take thrice thy money, bid me teare the Bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenure. 

It doth appeare you are a worthy Judge, 

You know theiaw,your expofition 

Hath been moft found : I charge you by the Law, 

Whereof you are a well deferring Piller, 

Proceed to judgement : by my foule I fweare, 

There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me, I flay here on my Bond. 

aAnt. Moft heartily Ido befeech the Court 
To give the judgement. 

For. why than thus it is. 

You muft prepare your bofomc for his knife. 

Shy. O noble judge, O excellent young man, 

Por. For the intent and parpofc of the Law 
Hath full relation to the penalty. 

Which here appeareth due upon the Bond, 
lew. Tis very true : O wife and upright judge, 

How much more elder art thou then thy looks ? 

Tor. Therefore lay bare your bofomc. 
lew, I, his breaff, >* 

So fayes the Bond,doth it not noble judge ? 

Neereft his hcart,thofeare the very words. 

Por. it is fo,arc there ballance here to weigh the flefo ? 
lew. I have them ready. 



JPw.Have 
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Per. Hays by {bine 'Surgeon Sbiloeke on your charge. 
To flop his wounds, left be’do ileed to death, 
lew. Is it fo nominated in the Bond ? 

Por. It is not fo txpreft,btit what ofthat ? 

Twere good you do (o much' for charity. 
lew. I cannot finde it,tis not in the Bond. 

Por. You M. r chant, have you any thing to fay ? 

*Ant. But little ; I am arm’d and well prepar’d; 

Give me your hand Bajfanio , fare you well. 

Greevenorihatlam faine tothis for you : 

For herein Fortune {Howes her feife more kind- 

Then is her cuftomc ; it is ftill her ufe 

To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 

To view with hollow' eye and vvriftkledbrow. 

An age of poverty : from which lingring pennancc 
Offuch mifery doth fhe cut me eft. 

Commend me to your honourable wife. 

Tell her the proceflc of Art homo's end, 

Say how I lov’d you,fpeak me faire in death : 

And when the Tale is told, bid her be judge, 

W hetber Bajfanio had not once a Love * 

Repent but you that you (Hall loofe your friend. 

And he repents not that he payes your debt : 

For if the lew do cut but deep enough. 

He pay it inftancly with all my heart. 

Bajf. lAnthomoylam married to a wife, 

W hich is as deer e to me as life it lelfe, e 

But life it felfe,my wife, and all the world, 

Are not with me efteem’d above" t-by life. 

I would lofe all,I,facrifize them all 

Here to this Deviil, to deliver you. 

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that 
If fhe were by to heare you.make the offer. 

§ra I have a wife, who I proteft I love, 

I would (he were in heaven, fo {he could 
Intreat fome power to change this currifh Jew. 

Ner. Tis well you offer it behind her back, 

The wifh would make eife an unquiet houfe. 
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Jw.Tbefebe theChriftian husbands, I have a daughter, 
Would any of the ftocke oi-Barrabos 

Had been her husband, rather then a Chriftian-. 

We trifle time, I pray thee purfuc fentence. ■ 

Per . A pound ofthat fame Merchants flelh is thine. 
The Court awards it.and the law doth give it. 

Jew. Moft rightful! Judge. 

Tor. And you muft cut this flefh from off his breaft, 
The law alowes it, and the Court awards it. 

Jew. Moft learned j‘udgf,a fentence, come prepare. 
Por. Tarry a little, there is fome thing elfe, 

This Bond doth give thee here no j‘ot of bloud, . 

The words exprefly are a pound of flefh : 

Take then thy Bond, take thou thy pound of flelh. 

But in the cutting it, if thou doeft fhed 
One drop of Chriftian bloud, thy lands and goods 
Are by the Lawes of Venice confilcate 
Unto the State of Venice. - 
Grat. O upright Judge, 

Marke Jew, O learned Judge. , 

Shy. Is that the Law ? 

Por. Thy feife fhalt fee the A<ft .• 

For as thou urgeft j'uftice,bc aflur’d 

Thou (halt have jufticc more then thou defir’ft. 

Grat. O learned judge, marke Jew, a learned j'udge. 
lew. I take his offer then, pay the bond thrice. 

And let the Chriftian go. 

Bajf. Here is the money. 

Por. Soft,the lew (hall have all jufticc,{ofc no haft, 

He lha] I have nothing but the penalty. 

tjm. O Icw,an upright Iudge,a learned Iudge. 

Per. Therefore prepare thc.e to cut off the flelh. 

Shed thou no bIoud,nor cut thou lelfe nor more. 

But j'uft a pound of flelh: if thou tak’ft more. 

Or ieife then a j'uft, pound, be.it but fo miich 
As makes it lighter hea vie in the fubftance. 

Or the divifion ofthe twentieth part 
Of one poore fcruple,nay if the fcale do turne 

H a 
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But in the eftimationofa haire. 

Thou dyeft,and all thy goods are confifcate. 

Grat. A ftcond Darnel pDauieTjew : 

Now Infidell I have you on the hip. 

Por. Why doch the lew paufe,take thy forfeiture. 
Shy, Give me my principalband let me go. 

Baf I have it ready for thee,here it is. 

Per. He hath refufd it in the open Court, 

He fhall have mecrely jufticeand his Bond. 

Grat. hDaniel {till lay I,afecond Dante/, 
Itbankethee lew for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal! ? 

Por. Thou {halt have nothing but the forfeiture 
To be fo taken at thy perill lew. 

Shy. Why then the Devill give him good of it ? 

He ftay no longer queftion. 

Por. Tarry lew. 

The Law hath yet another hold on you. 

It isenafted in the Lawes of Venice, 

If it be prooved again fl: an alien, 

That by direfl.cr indite <ft attempts 
He feek the life of any Citizen, 

The party ’gainft the which he doth contrive. 

Shall feaze on halfe his goods, the other halfe 
Comes to the privie Ccfi tr of the State, 

And the offenders life lies in the mercy 
Of the Duke onely ,;’gainft all ocher v oyce. 

In which predicament I fay thou ftandft : 

For it appeares by mariifeft proceeding, 

That indiredly,and dire&ly too , 

Thou haft contrived againft the very life 
Of the defendant rand thou haft ineurr’d 
The danger formerly by me rehearft. 

Downe therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 

Gra . Beg that thou maift have leave to hang thy felf 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the Scate, 

Thou haft not left the value of a cord, 

Therefore thou muft be bang’d at the States charge. 



the Merchant of Venice . 

Duke. That theu ft alt fee the difference of our fpirit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou ask e it : 

For halfe thy wealth it is sAnthonio’ s. 

The other halfe comes to thegenerall State, 

W hich humbleneffc may drive unto a fine. 

Per, I for the State, not for Anthonio . 

Shy. Nay,take my life and all, pardon not that, 

You take my houfc,when you do take the prop 
That doth fuftaine my houfe : you take my life 
W hen you do take the meanes whereby I live. 

Per. What mercy can you render him Anthonioi 

Grat. A halter gratify nothing elfe for Gods lake. 

*Anth. So pleafe my Lord the Duke,and all the Court, 
To quit the fine for one halfe of his goods, 

I am content : fo he will let me have 
The other halfe in ufe,to render it 
Upon his death unto the Gentleman 
That lately ftole his daughter. 

Two things provided more,thatf©r this favour 
He prefently become a Chriftian : 

The other, that he do record a gift 
Heie in the Court, of all he diespoffeft. 

Unto bis (bnne Lorenzo and his daughter. 

Duke, He (hall do this, or elfe I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced here. 

rPor. Art thou contented Jew ? what doft thou fay ? 

Shy. I am content. 

Por. Clarke, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from hence, 

I am not well, fend the deed after me. 

And I will figne it. 

| Duke. Get thee gone,but do it. 

Grat . In chriflning fbalt thou have two Godfathers: 
Had I been judge, thou fhouldfthave had ten more. 

To brtng thee to the gallowes.not to the Font. Exit, 
i l n I entreat you hame with me to dinner. 
r : For - 1 hum , b ly do <fcfire your Graces pardon. 

- muft *way this night toward Padua, 






lew, 
i wichall 



further; 
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And it is meet I prefently let forth. 

Duke. I am forry that your leifure ferves you tiof. 
Ai»tho»io,gTm(ie this Gentleman} 

For in my mind you are much bound to him. . 

Exit ‘Dnkg nm hu frame. . 

Ba([. Moft worthy Gentleman, T an * 

Have by your wifedome been this day 
Of grievovs pen alties,in lie u whercoi 
Three thoufan i Ducats due unco the 
We freely cope your courtioua paines 
u4nt. And ftand indebted over and 
In love and fervice to you ever- more 
Par . He is well paid that is well fatis 
And I delivering you, am fatis fi'td, 

And therein do account my felfc well paid j 
My minde was never yet more mereinary 
I pray you know me when we meetagair 
I wifh you well, and lo I take my 

'Bajf. Deere fir, of force I muft atce 
Take fome remembrance of us as a tribute, 

Not as fee s grant me two things I 
Not to deny me, and to pirdon me. 

For. You prefie me farre,and therefore I 
Give me your Gloves,Ile weare ihem for 
And for your love lie take this Ring from y 
Do not draw back your hand, tie take no more. 

And you in love fhall not deny me this. 

Baf. This Ring good fir,alas it is a trifle, 

I will not Charae my felfe to give you this. 

• For. I will have nothing elfe but onely this. 

And now me thinkes I have a mindto it. 

Baf There’s in ore depends on this 
The dcareft Ring in Venice will I 
And find it out by proclamation, 

Onely for this 1 pray you pardun 
For. I fee fir you are liberall in 
You taught me flrft to beg.andnow me 
You teach me how a begger fhould be anfwerea. 
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Aujf Good fir, this Ring was given tre by my wife. 

And when fhe pur it on.fhe made me vow, 

That 1 .fhculd neither fell,nor give, nor loofe it. 

For. That feufe ferves mary men to fave their gifts, 

And it ycur wife be nor a mad woman. 

And know how well I have deferv“d this Ring-, 

She would not hold out enemy for ever, 

For giving it to me : wc lb peace be with you. Exeunt. 

Antb. My L. Bafanio,\tt him have the Ring, 

Let bisdefervingsand my love withall 
Be valued ’gainft your wives cpmmandement. 

Baf. Go Grathno, imne and over- take him, 

Give him the Ring, and bring him if thou canft 

Unto Anthonio' shook ,away,make haft. Exit Gratiano. 

Come, you and I will thither prefently. 

And in the morning early will we both 

Flie toward Be/mont } comc Anthonio . Exeunt. 

Enter Nerrijfa. 

/V.Enquire the lewes houfe out, give him this deed, 

And lefbixn figne it,wceT away to night, 

And be a day before our husbands home : 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Cjratiano. 

Grut. Faire fir,ycu are well ore-tane : 

My Lord Bafanio upon more advice. 

Hath fent you here this Ring, and doth intreat 
Your company at dinner. 

For. That cannot be j « 

His Ring I do accept moft thankfully, 

And lo I pray you tel 1 him : furthermore, 

I pray you fhevy my youth old Shjlocks houfe. 

Gfat. That will I do. 

Ner. Sir, I would fpeak with you : 

He fee if I can get my husbands Ring, 

W htch I did make him ftycare to keep for ever. 

Pw.Thcra 
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1 Par .Thou maifl I warrant, we Avail hive old fwearing 
That they did give the Rings a way to m;n ; 

Bat weel out-face them,and out-fweare them to : 

A way, make hafie,thou knoweft where I will tarry. 

Ner. Come good fir,will you (hew me to this honfe. 

Enter Lorenzs and lejjica. (Exeunt. 

Lor. The Moone ihines bright.In fuch a night as this. 

When the fweet wind did gently kiffe the trees, 

And they did make no noyfc,in fuch a night 
Troylus me thinks mounted th z Trojan walls, 

And figh’d hisfoule toward the Grecian tents , 

Where Crejfed lay that night. 

Ieffl. In fuch a night 

Did Thisbte jfearefally ore-trip the dew. 

And faw the Lyons Chadow ere himfelfe, 

And ranne dilmayed away. 

Loren . In filch a night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wilde fea bankes,and wait her Love 
To comeagaineto Carthage. 

lejji. In fuch a night 
Medea gathered the inchanted hearbs 
That did renew old Bfon. 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Did IeJJica fteale from the wealthy lew. 

And with an unthrift Love did ranne from V mce t 
As farre as 'Belmont. 

Ieffi. In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fweare he lov’ d her well, 

Stealing her fouls with many vowes of faith. 

And nere a true one. _ 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Did pretty lefftca ( like a little ihrow ) 

Slander her Lo^e,and he forgave it her. 

left i. 1 would out-night you did no body come : 

But harke,I heate the footing of a man. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Loren. Who comes fo fail in filence of the night ? 

Mefe*A 
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Me fen. A friend. 

Loren. A friend, what friend, your rntne I pray you friend ? 

cMejf. Stephana is my naoae,and I bring word 
My Miftreffe will before the breakc of day 
Be here at Belmont-,(hc doth ftray about 
By holy croffes, where fhe kneels and prayes 
For happy wedlock houres. 

Loren. W ho comes with her ? 

Mejf. None but a holy Hermit and her maid * 

I pray you is my Mailer yet returnd ? 

Loren. He is not,aor we have not heard from him: 

But go we in I pray thee Iejjlca , 

And cercmonioufly let us prepare 

Some welcome for the Miftrcs of the honfe. Enter Clovem. 

(floven. Sola f fola,wo ha,ho fola,fbla. 

Loren . Who calls ? 

Cloven. Sola.did youfee M.£«wtt,<>,and M.Zaw^foia/oIa. 

Zwtf».Leave hollowing man,hccre. 

C’/o»’».SoIa,where, where ? 

Loren. Heere. 

Cloven. Tell him there’s a Poil come from my Mailer, with his 
home fail of good newes, my Mailer will be here ere morning 
fweet ioule. 

Loren, Let’s in, and there expefl their comtning, 

And yet no matter : why ihould we go in? 

My friend Stephen, fignifie I pray you 
Within the houfc,your Miilres is at hand. 

And bring your mufique foorth into the ayre. 

How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this banks. 

Here will we fir, and let the founds of mufique 
Creepe in our earesfofc ftilneffe,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweet harmony : 

Sit leflea.lookc how the floore of heaven 
Is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold. 

There’s not thefmalleftorbe which thou behold fl, 

But in his motion like an Angel fings, 

Still quiring tothe young-eyed Cherubins * 
inch harmony is in immorcall foules, 

I 
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But wbilft this muddy vefture of decay 
Doth grofly clofe it in,wc cannot hcare it : 

Come hoe,and wake 'Diana with a hinane, 

With fwecteft tutches pearce your Miftres care, 

And draw her home with Mufique. FUj 

left. I am never merry when I heare fweet Mufique. 
Loren . The rcafon is, your fpirits are attentive : 

For do but note a wilde and wanton heard.., 

Or race of youthfull and unhandled Colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud. 
Which isihehote condition of their b!oud, 

If they but heare perchance a trumpet found, 

Or any ayre of mufique touch their eares. 

You (hall perceavc them make s mutual! ltand. 

Their favage eyes turn’d to a modeft gaze. 

By the fweet power of Mufique : therefore the Poet 
Didfaine that Orphens drew trees, (tones, and floods;. 
Since naught fo ftockilh hard and full of rage, 

But mufique for the time doth change his nature, 

The man that hath no mufique in himldfe, 

Nor is not mov’d with concord of fweet founds. 

Is fit for treafons,ftratagems,and fpoiles,. 

The motions of his fpirit are dull as night. 

And his a ffetfions darkc as T enebrit : 

Let no fuch man be trufted : marke the munqut. 

Enter P ortia and Nerrijfu, 

Tor. That light we fee is burning in my hall : 

How farre that little candle throwes his beatnes: 

So fhines a good deed in a naughty world • 

Ner. When the Moon fhone we did not fee the candle- 
Por. So doth the greater glory dimme the lefie, 

A fiibftitute fhines brightly as a King, 

Untill a king be by, and then his Hate 
Empties it felfe,as doth an inland brooke 
Into the maine of waters : rnuficke harke. 
tfer. It is.your rnuficke Madame of the heufe, 
por. Notliing is good I fee without refpeft. 

Me thinks it founds muck fweeter then by day. 
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Her. Silence beflowes that vertueon it Madam. 

Por. The Crow doth fing as fweetiy as the Larke, 
When neither is attended : and I thinke 
The Nightingale if fhe fhould fing by day. 

When every Goofe is cackling, would be thought 
No better a Mufician then the Renne. 

How many things by feafon.feafon’d are 
To the right praife,and true pede&ion : 

Peace,how the Moonc flecps with Endintion , 

And would not be awak'd. 

Loren. That is the voyce. 

Or I am much dcceiv’d,of Portia. 

JV.He knows me as the blind man knows the cuckoe, 
By the bad voyce. 

Loren. Deere Lady welcome home. 

Por. We have been praying for our husbands welfare, 
Which fpeed we hope the better for our words : 

Are they return’d ? 

Loren. Madam, they are not yet : 

But there is come a Meflenger before. 

To fignifie their comming. 

Por. Go in Nerrijfa, 

Give order to my fervants,that they take 
No note at all of our being abfent hence. 

Nor you Lorenzo, lejfica nor you. 

Loren. Your husband is at hand, I heare his trumpet. 
We arc no tell-tales Madam, feare you not. 

For. This night me thinks is but the day light ficke. 

It lookes a little paler, tis a day, 

Such as the day is when the Sunne is hid. 

Enter r Bafamo,iy€nthonio,Gratiano,and their 
followers. 

'• W e fhould hold day with tho Antipodes , 

Ifyou would walke in abfence of the Sunne. 

Por t Let me give light, but let me not be light. 

For a light wife doth make a heavie husband. 

And never be Bajfanis fo for me. 

But God fort all : you arc welcome home ray Lord, 

I z 
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£afl thank you Madam, give welcome to my friend. 
This is the man, this is tAnthomo, 

To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 

Per. You fhould in allfenfe be much bound to him> 
For as I heare he was much bound for you. 

Anth. No more then I am well acquitted of. 

Per. Sir, you are very welcome to our houfe • 

It muft apoeare in other wayes then words. 

Therefore I fcant this breathingcourcefie. 

Grat. By yonder moonc I fweare you do me wrong, 
Infaith I gave it to the Judges Clarke, 

Would he were gelt that had it for my part, 

Since you do take it Love fo much at heart. 

Tor. A quarrcll hoe already, what’s the matter ? 

grot. About a hoepe of gold, a paltry Ring 
That (he did give me,whofe pofie was, 

For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Upon a knife, Low me, and leave me not. 

Her. what talke yon of the pofie or the value • 

You fwore to me when I did give it you. 

That you would weare it till your houre of death. 

And that it fhculd lie with you in your grave. 

Though not for me, yet for your vehement oathes. 

You fliould have been refpeftive, and have kept it, 

Gave it a Judges Clarke : no god’s my judge. 

The Clarke will nere weare haire on’s face that had it. 

Grat. He will, and if he live to be a man. 

Nerrijfa . I, if a woman live to be a man. 

Gnsr.Now by this band I gave it to a youth, 

A kind of boy,a little fenabbed boy, 

No higher then thy ftlfe,thc Judges Clarke, 

A prating boy that begg’d it as a fee, 
f could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were to blame, I muft be plain with you. 
To part fo (lightly with your wives firft gift, 

A thing Hack on with oathes upon your finger. 

And fo riveted with faith uato your flefh. 

J gave my Love a Ring, and made him fweare 



the (JM tYChafit tfVtnht. 

Never to part with itjand here he (lands, 

I dare befworne for him he would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from bis finger, for the wealth 
1 bat the world Matters. Now in faith Gratianoj 
You give your wife too unkind a caufe of griefc. 
And ’twere to me I fhould be mad at it. 

Tajf. Why I were beft to cut my left handed 
And lwearc I loft the Ring defending it. 

Grat. My Lord Bajfanto gave his Ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg’d it, and indeed 
Deferv’d it to : and then the boy bis Clarke 
That tooke fome pains in writing, he begg’d mine. 
And neither man nor matter would take ought 
But the two Rings. 

Por. What Ring gave you my Lord ? 

Not that J hope which you receiv’d of me. 

Ttaf. If I could adde a lie unto a fault, 

I would deny it : but you fee my finger 
Hath not the Ring upon it, it is gone. 

Por . Even fo voyd isyour falfe heart of truth. 

By heaven I will nere come in your bed 
Untill I fee the Ring ? 

Ner. Nor I in yours 
Till I againe fee mine. 

Baf. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, 

If you did know for whom I gave the Ring, 

And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 
And how unwillingly I left the Ring, 

W hen naught would be accepted but the Ring, 

Y cu would abate the ftrettgth of your difpltafiire. 

Tor. Ifyou had knowne the venue of the Ring 
Or halfe her worthiiieffe that gave the Ring 
Or your own honour to containe the Ring ' 

You would not then have parted with ihe Ring : 
W hat man is there fo much unreafonable. 

If you bad pleald to have defended it 
With any termes of zeale, wanted themodefty 
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To urge the thing held as a ceremony : 

T^rrifta teaches me. what to beleeve, 

Ilediefor’c.butfonae woman had the Ring. 

Taj], No by my honour Madam ,by my foule 
No woman had it,but a Civill Do&or, 

Which did rcfufe three thoufand Ducats ofme. 

And bcgg’d the Ring,the which I did denie him. 

And fuffered him to go difpleafd away, 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my deere friend. What fhould I lay fweet Lady, 

I was inforc’d to fend it after him, 

I was befet with fliame and courtefie, 

My honour would not let ingratitude 

So much befmcre it : pardon me good Lady, 

For by thefe blefled candles of the night. 

Had you been there, I thinke you would have begg’d 
The Ring ©fme to give the worthy Doftor. 

Por. Let not that Do&or ere come nere my houfe. 

Since he hath got the jewell that I loved, 

And that which you did fweare to keepc for me, 

I will become as liberall as you, 
lie not deny him any thing I have, 

No, not my body, nor my husbands bed : 

Know him I (Rail, l am well fare of it. 

Lie not a night from home. W atch me like .Argue, 

If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now by mine honour. Which isyct mine owne. 

He have that Doftor for my bedfellow. 

Ner. And I his Clarke : therefore be well advifd. 

How you do leave me to mine owne protection. 

Gra . W ell,do you fo : let not me take him then. 

For if I do, He marre the young Clarks Pen. 

c-Attth. I am the unhappy fnbjcft of thefe quarrels. 

Por. Sir,grive not you,yott.are welcome notwithftanding. 

Baft. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong, 

And in the hearing of thefe many Friends 
I fweare to thee, even by thine own fairc eyes. 

Wherein I tec my felfe. 
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Por. Markeyou but that; 
la both mine eyes he doubly feeshimfelfe s 
In each eye one, fweare T>y your double felfe. 

And there’s an oath oferedir. 

Baft. Nay,but hcare me : 

Pardon this fault,and by my foule I fweare 
1 never more will breeke an oath with thee. 

tAnth.l once did lend my body for his wealth, 

W bicb but for him that had your husbands Ring, 

Had quite mifcariied. I dare be bound againe, 

My foule upon the ferfeit,tbat your Lord 
W ill never more breake faith advifedly. 

Por. Then you fnall be his furety : give him this, 
And bid him keep it better then the other. 

Anth. Here Lord “Saftamo, fweare to keep this Ring. 

Baft. By heaven it is the fame I gave the DoCfor. 

Per. I had it of him : pardon me Baffanio, 

For by this Ring the Doffor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me my gentle Gratiano, 

For that fame ferubbed boy the Doflors Clarke, , 

In lieu of thi$,laft night did lie with me. 

(ftrat. W hy,tbis is like the mending of highwayes 
In $cmmer,where the wayes are faire enough. 

W hat, are we Cuckolds ere wc have defer v’d it? 



P or. Speak e not fo grofly,yon are all amaz’d j 
Here is a Letter, rcadc it at your leafure, 

It comes from Padua from 'Bellario , 

There you fhall find that Portia was the Doftor, 
Nerrifta there her Clarke. Lorenzo here 
Shall witntfle I fet forth as fooneasyou, 

And even but now returnd : I have not yet 
Entred my bcufe. Anthonio you are welcome, 

A nd J have better newes in ftore for you. 

Then you expert : tinfeale this letter foone,. 
There you {hall find three of your Argofies, 

Are richly come to harbour fedainly. 

You fhall not know by what fhange accident 
I chanced on this Letter. 



The Crnmll Hijtme of 



esfnth. I am dumb. 



Bajf. Were you the Doctor .and I knew you not ? 
Cfra.W ere you the Clark that is tq make me cuckold? 
Ner. I but the Clarke that never meanes to do it, 



Unlefle he live untill he be a man , 

'Bajf. ( Sweet Do&or ) you (hall be my bedfellow, 
W hen I am abfenr.then lie with my wife. 

ss4n.(S weet Lady) you have given me life and living ; 
For here I reade for certaine that my fhips 
Are fafely come to Rode. 



Tor, How now Lorenzo ? 

My Clarke hath feme good comforts to for you. 

Ner. T.and lie give them him without a fee. 
There do 1 give to you and l e flic a. 

From the rich Jew,afpeciall deed of gift 
After his death.of all he dies pofleft of. 

Z«v».Faire Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of ftarved people. 

For. It is almoft morning, 

And yeti am fare you are not fatisfied 
Of thefe events at full. Let us go in. 

And charge us there uponintergatorics, 

- And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Grat. Let it be fo,the firft intergatory 
That my Nerrtjfa Shall be fworne on, is. 
Whether till the next night ftie had rather ftay, 
©r go to bed now, being two houres to day : 

But were the day come,I fhould wifhit darke 
Till I were couching with the Do&ors Clarke. 
W ell, while I live, lie feare no other thing 
So fore,as keeping fafe Nerrtjfas Ring. 









f Exeunt, 




HsHB 



william Shakespeare Merchant of Venice (stc 22298) London, 1637 the bodleian library (Arch.Ge.12) OctdVO 




